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Around Town. 


The second act of the so-styled Annexation 
Plot drama has been played with the Police 
Court as its scene. The manuger of the Empire 
has been formally committed for trial on the 
charge of libelling Messrs, Bunting and Farrer 
of the Mail, in the very vigorous and denuncia- 
tory articles which appeared in the Conserva- 
tive organ purporting to ‘* expose ” Mr. Farrer’s 
dealings with leading Washington politicians. 
As a specimen of the old fashioned slashing 
style of political attack it would have delighted 
the heart of the late George Brown who was a 
master of the art of piling Pelion upon Ossa in 
the way of epithet and objurgation. This style 
of pclitical discussion, though it still bas its ex- 
ponents in the party press, has rather gone out 
of vogue of late. The public have not shown 
much disposition to take this Mail-Empire 
embroglio seriously and there is no reason why 
they should, Some of the actors in the case may 
perhaps flatter themselves that they are mak- 
ing history—and there yet lingers in the rural 
districts a trad:itionary idea that there is some- 
thing like devotiomto principle behind all the 
vaporing and mock heroics of political writers, 
But the intelligent portion of the public have 
long since discounted the high-sounding utter- 
ances and hollow: professions of the party 
journalist, There isa profound and growing dis- 
belief in the sincerity of newspapers, in marked 
contrast to the almost superstitious veneration 
once attaching to the deliverances of the 
printed page. So long as the personality of 
the editor was veiled in mystery—as it still is 
to some extent on the great English journals— 
and the public was kept in ignorance of his 
motives, it was possible for the newspaper to 
successfully impose upon the unthinking—to 
set up a lofty standard of patriotism and prin- 
ciple and get credit for aiming at a high ideal. 
But the modern system of publicity has de- 
stroyed all that. The people in the language 
of the street “are onto the fake.” They know 
that the newspaper editor is after all merely an 
ordinary mortal who writes for his bread and 
butter, just as his neighbor sells drygoods or 
builds houses, and that every line he pens is 
controlled by business or party : exigencies. 
They see the strenuous champion of Liberalism 
who cannot find names hard enough to charac- 
terize the depravity of the wicked Tories, will- 
ing to resign his situation, pass over to the Con- 
servative camp and turn his battery upon his 
former friends and employers provided that by 
so doing he can.secure a slight. increase in sal- 
ary. The spectacle of anewspaper going bodily 
over to condemn that which it formerly advo- 
cated and justify all it once denounced, is more 
unusual, but still not so infrequent as to be 
more than a nine-days wonder. And when 
such an event occurs, do the brilliant and 
talented writers throw up their positions or 
affect any qualms of conseience about accom- 
modating their principles to the change of 
policy? Not a bit of it, save in exceptional in- 
stances, In short, newspaper writing is noth- 
ing more nor less than a trade, in which the 
supply is regulated as in other trades to suit 
the demand. 





*~ * 

Formerly the mainspring of daily journalism 
was partyism, To-day it is business modified 
in most cases by party considerations. The in- 
creased amount of capital necessary to estab- 
lish and conduct successfully a metropolitan 
daily paper brings the commercial element into 
increasing prominence, In old times the lead- 
ing dailies were started and controlled by some 
one prominent man of strong individuality and 
decided political views who made his news- 
paper a vehicle to advance party objects. But 
personal organship is rapidly becoming ex- 
tinct. Ifthe modern newspaper is partisan it 
is simply on commercial grounds, because 
there is more money in being so than in assum- 
ing an independent role. Where the two in- 
terests clash it is the political and not 
the commercial object that usually goes 
to the wall, It is some time since Wen- 
dell Phillips, speaking of the American press, 
said: ‘* You can hear in every line the chink 
of the dollar and the lash of the party whip.” 
The sound of the party lash has grown a good 
deal fainter in the meantime, and the chink of 
coin much more distinct. Now this Mail- 
Emvpire annexation plot squabble is merely a 
phave in the desperate struggle for a living 
share of public patronage between rival jour- 
nals, It is as purely a sordid contest for 
supremacy and the dollars of advertisers, and 
as destitute, on either side, of lofty motives or 
devotion to country or principle,as the fight 
between the rival grocery stores of a country 
Village, where the trade will only support one, 
When the Empire assumes a Bombastes Furi- 
oso view and screams *‘treason !” and the Mail 
taunts its competitor with being a govern- 
ment hireling and a parasite, apart from the 
amusement which the situation may afford the 
quid nuncs, the public have no more real 
interest in the mud-throwing than in any 
squabble between hostile traders in which 
Jenkins asks the citizens not tc patronize 
the fellow over the way because he beats his 
wife and Snooks retorts that anyway he never 
defrauded his creditors. * 


*- 

Contrary to the expectation of many parti- 
8ans, withwhom the wish. was evidently father 
to the thought, Mr, D'Alton McCarthy has re- 
deemed his pledge of moving for the abolition 
of the dual language system ix Manitoba and 
the North-West. The breach between the 
Kgual ‘Rights section of the Ottawa ‘Conserva- 
tives and the bulk of their party is evidently 
widening, as shown by the absence of Messrs. 
McCarthy and O'Krien from the party cau- 
cusses, The Liberal party is just now in a 





mood to be thankful for small mercies, and 
their organ points exultingly to the attitude of 
the Equal Rights men and the Mail-Empire 
affair as certain indications that the inevitable 


disintegration has already set. in, even before 


Sir John’s departure, 


The Globe is per- 


haps a little more sanguine than is war- 
ranted by an unbiased survey of the facts, 
The growing alienation of the Equal Rights 
element may be the little rift within the Minis- 
terial lute which by and by may make its 
music mute, but the party has in the past 


survived equally formidable differences, 


It is 


never safe to underrate the strength of the 
machine—the power which the prestige of 
possession and control of the offices and emolu- 


ments of government give. 


The advocates of 


new parties and new departures are very. prone 
to ignore the passive strength begotten of 
custom and long establishment, and to imagine 
that the waves of passing and fitful popular 
sentiment are an irresistible force. They gener- 
ally find out their mistake on election day if 


not before. Sympathy with new departures 
and progressive men ought not to blind us to 
the logic of cold facts and the teachings of ex- 
perience. Ina fight between those who are striv- 
ing to introduce a new order of things, and the 
machine, all the odds are in favor of the machine, 
so long as the present engineer remain, at his 
post. In other words the probabilities are that 
the Conservative party will either bribe, coerce, 
coax or crush out the Equal Rights element in 
its own ranks so effectually that at the next 
election there will hardly be a grease spot left 
of it as an active political factor. There is 
nothing in the course of political events since 
the ratification of the Jesuit Bill to lead to any 
other view. That the principles represented 
by Mr. McCarthy and the thirteen members 
who voted in opposition to the Jesuit Bill will 
ultimately triumph every well-wisher of Can- 
ada must hope. But it is folly to close our 
eyes to the strength of the adverse forces or to 
talk as though an immediate victory were 
among the possibilities. ‘‘It is with true 
opinions courageously uttered,” says Goethe, 
“as with pawns advanced on the chess-board, 
they may be beaten, but they have inauge- 
ated a game which must be won,” 


* 
a > 
But supposing the schism in the Conserva- 
tive ranks caused by the Equal Rights agita- 
tion were a far more serious matter than it 


LT 


appears likely to be,’ what possible comfort 
could their adversaries draw from it? The 
Liberals are just as deep in the mud as the 
Conservatives are in the mire, The line of 
cleavage on the Equal Rights question runs 
through both parties. To all appearances it is 
giving Premier Mowat vastly more concern 
than Sir John Macdonald. If it should by any 
possibility make such headway as to seriously 
endanger the Ottawa ministry, it would not 
advance Mr. Laurier and his following one 
step nearer the goal of his ambition. The non- 
sense uttered by the Globe on the question 
could easily be contradicted out of its own 
columns. While one day rejoicing over the atti- 
tude of Mr, McCarthy as a prelude to the long 
wished-for disruption of the Ministerial follow- 
ing, on the next it is as likely as not to repeat 
its denunciation of the whole movement as an 
insidious and deep-laid plot to overthrow 
Premier Mowat, and charge Mr. McCarthy 
with having a secret understanding with Sir 
John, The faithful, of course, are quite pre- 





OUT OF HIS DEPTH. 


pared to believe any iniquity that can be as- 
serted respecting the chieftain and his former 
follower. Butit is surely putting too great a 
strain on their credulity to expect them to 
believe not only that D’Alton McCarthy has all 
along been doing the work of his party in 
pretending to be opposed to the Jesuit Bill, but 
that at the same time he is trying to destroy 
the Conservative cause. 
*- 

The speedy expiration of the bank charters 
and the probability that upon their renewal | 
some important changes may be made in the 
present highly unsatisfactory system of isau- 
ing bank currency, has brought up the question 
of whether the privilege of issuing notes ought 
to remain in the hands of private corporations. 
The idea of an entirely national currency finds 
many advocates. A considerable advance 
was made in that direction when the 
Government restricted the powers of the banks 
in the matter of issue to notes of five dollars 
and upwards, and undertook the issue of the 
smaller denominations, The bankers are of 
course exceedingly anxious that the opportun- 
ity of making large revenues out of the iseue 
of their own notes in addition to the legitimate 
business of exchange and discount should be 
continued to them and have been interviewing 
Hon. Mr. Foster and endeavoring to bring their 
great influenco to bear with a view of retaining 


theirspecial privilege. Sofar notonesound argu- 
ment has been advanced in support of a piece 
of class favoritism which has only custom to 
There is no earthly reason 
why the corporation styled a bank should be 
granted an extremely valuable monopoly re- 
fused to all other associations and individuals, 
The fact that it trades in money furnishes no 
valid ground for extending to it the func- 
tion properly belonging to the government 
So far as coined money 
is concerned the right of issuing it has been 
time immemorial jealously retained 
But the use of 
paper money to supplement the gold and silver 
coinage having came about gradually and from 
small beginnings, the prerogative which should 
attach to the state alone has been permitted to 
be usurped by private companies greatly to 
Vested wrong can always 
find interested defenders, but so far no one has 
ever undertaken to grapple with the question, 
‘* Why should a banker any more than a grocer, 


recommend it, 


of making money. 


from 
in the hands of government. 


their enrichment. 


brewer or bootmaker be allowed to practically 
double his capital by issuing his promises to 
pay and circulating them as money with the 
government sanction? 


* +. 

Apart from the intrinsic injustice of the 
thing there are practical disadvantages in a bank 
currency as compared with a national circula 
tion. The most obvious is that the bank 
issues do not circulate at par throughout the 
Dominion. In Ontario the people are shy 
of the notes of Maritime Province institutions 
with which they are not familiar, and down by 
the sea the currency of Western Canada is 
similarly looked upon with suspicion. Then, 
again, bank suspensions often entail loss upon 
the holders of notes, which, even if ultimately 
redeemed, are temporarily unnegotiable. Every 
zonsiderable failure of a note-issuing bank, 
though it may not cause any loss to noteholders, 
necessarily disarranges the financial system by 
the withdrawal from circulation of a portion of 
our very limited volume of currency. These 
incidental evils the bankers, alarmed for their 
lucrative privilege, now propose to remedy, but 
the devices suggested would at best be but 
ameliorations of a bad system and would not 
avail fo give that absolute security and con- 
fidence in the stability of the currency which 
can only be conferred by the resumption by the 
government of a right which ought never to 


























have been entrusted to private institutions. 
* 7 

Why does not some capable and clear- 
sighted writer undertake the task of doing for 
the whole broad question of currency and 
finance what Herbert Spencer, Henry George, 
and several other writers of the land national- 
ization school have done for the land question? 
It offers a grand and almost unoccupied field. 
There are of course treatises by the dozen on 
money and banking, and very arid, tedious 
and uninteresting reading they are, even 
the best of them. What is worse, they 
are in nearly all cases written from the stand- 
point of the banker or the capitalist and in ac- 
cordance with the old formulas of political 
economy, produced for the evident purpose of 
showing that whatever is is right rather than 
exposing abuses. They are confusing instead 
of enlightening. Let an intelligent man, 
guided only by such knowledge as he may 
have of actual financial transactions, sit down 
quietly and try to think out the money problem 
for himself and he will probably get some 
glimmering perception of the state of the case, 
some slight glimpses of light upon an obscure 
subject. Then let him go to one of the recog- 
nized * authorities” on the money question for 
further enlightenment and the chances are that 
he will rise from its perusal utterly befogged 
and mystified, with his head in a whirl and the 
impression that it is ‘‘one of the things no 
fellah can find out.” In these days of ambitious 
literary efforts with hundreds, yes thousands 
of would-be authors complaining that every 
line of thought has been pre-empted and 
hunting for some field a trifle less 
crowded than the beaten paths of literature, it 
is a wonder that nobody has given us a radical 
and popular book on money and capital, show- 
ing just how the question ought to be dealt 
with so as to prevent the injustice of the pres- 
ent system. 


* * 

Currency reform is generally bracketed with 
land reform by agitators on the social question 
as a necessity before juster industrial condi- 
tions can be secured. For many years theGreen- 
backers in the United States gaveit the first place 
in their programme. The circulating medium is 
the life blood of commerce and production and 
the importance fof a sound and plentiful cur- 
rency is obvious. But afterall the mere ques- 
tion of currency is a comparatively insignifi- 
cant phase of a much larger question that civ- 
ilized communities will shortly have to face 
—that of the enormously swollen volume of 
credit without any tangible, or at least ade- 
quate basis which forms the real medium of ex- 
change. Why, money of any sort, gold, silver, 
bank issues or government notes,is a mere 
flea-bite in comparison to these paper credits 
ot individuals, on which all large transactions 
are conducted. Money is only the small change 
of commerce. We buy bread and tea and coal 
with money—pay our railroad fares and hack 
hire, and meet the thousand-and-one every day 
petty expenses with money. But when we 
buy a house or invest in bank stocks, or settle 
a bill running up into the hundreds, do we pay 
in money? Very rarely indeed. It is checks 
or drafts or biils of exchange—some form 


of bankers’ paper, which passes in all 
the larger transactions of business. It 
is credit, in short — private credit, an 


intangible thing that has no existence out- 
side of bankers’ ledgers and slips of paper— 
credit swollen by the operations of finarciers 
to a volume out of all proportion to the money 
supposed to be behind it, that furnishes the mo- 
tive power for the world’s business. The ma- 
chinery of the banks and money-dealers has 
been contrived with a special view to doing an 
immense volume of business upon the smallest 
possible margin of money. Take as an 
illustration the operations of the English 
syndicates which have gone through the con- 
tinent buying out everything in sight. They 
are said to have invested a hundred million 
dollars in America. Now what have they 
actually sent over of real intrinsic value to 
secure the right to draw every year an im- 
mense amouat in dividends? Nothing but 
credit-paper—documents transferring so much 
credit from the books of Old Country bankers 
to the books of establishments on this side 


of the water. In other words they, as 
well as the Lombard street money- 
sharps of whom Canadian governments 


and municipalities “borrow money,” loan their 
credit to the confiding people who prefer to 
pay them a good round figure in the shape ot 
interest on it every year in preference to 
utilizing their own credit. The Dominion 
Government is supposed to have borrowed 
money to the extent of some two hundred and 
seventy million odd from England. If so 
where is it? How much gold is there 
in the country? Perhaps eight or ten mil- 
lions at the outside. What we really have 
borrowed and mortgaged the industry of 
our posterity to pay for is credit. And 
so the game goes on all through. Some day 
the whole unsubstantial fabric of imaginary 
credit which, under our own modern financial 
system does duty for money, will come down 
with arun. Even so conservative and ortho- 
dox an authority as Jevons’ writing of this 
enormous expansion of business and fictitious 
values created by the mechanism of exchange, 
says: ‘‘ The whole fabric of our vast commerce 
is found to depend upon the improbability that 
the merchants and other customers of the 
banks will ever 4vant, simultaneously and 
suddenly, so much as one-twentieth part 
ot the gold money which they have a right 
to receive on demand.” This is not the utter- 
ance of a “ fiat money crank,” an alarmist or a 
demagogue, but one of the soundest and most 
cautious of English political economists, 
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were in town last week. They left on Satur-| adopted. The new club has an opening| Mrs. J. H. Macabe, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph | coming to the front as Jadies’ men, and are not 
day for Montreal. membership of thirty-two, comprising several | Oliver, Mr. and Mrs. Noel Marshall, Mr. = the selfish, fond-of-their-own-society men 
at some ple characterize them. They 
Mr. J Aith b Renitinahen. Bhaakend officials of the university. Its officers are:| and Mrs. D. A. Rose, Mr..and Mrs. T. C. | nave eaaianale ike spacious reception rooms ot 
eee — ee om, President, Mr. F. W. Nicholson of the gradu- | Irving, Mr. and Mrs. Charles Boeckh, jr., | the Academy of Music, and judging from the 
inataying with nave on St. George street. ate department; Vice-President, Mr. C. W. | Mr. and Mrs, Gordon, Mr. Harry Morse, Messrs, | names we notice on the committee of manage- 
Colly of the graduate department; Secretary- | Donaldson, Mr. Fred Barrett, Mr. F. B, Pol- Se clean uaietes of tmabeber then: have 
t y under- 
Treasurer, Mr. A. W. McRae of the law school. | son, Mr. F. J. Sparling, Mr. Bert Gray. Among | take, their At Home promises to be one of the 
The aims of the club are: To promote good-fel- | the handsome dresses were that of Miss Hen- | events of the season. 
lowship among Canadian students at present | derson of Perth, white silk and lace trimmings; 
in residence; to welcome incoming students | Miss Irving, white silk and net, pearl orna- 
from the provinces; and to make the advan- | ments; Mrs. H. A. Taylor, white silk and yel- 
tages of Harvard. better knaown throughout | low brocade, ornaments, diamonds and yellow 
the whole Dominion. The club is strongly | lilies; Mrs, Fred Cox, blue and silver brocade; 
Canadian in feeling and will probably be no| Mrs. C. A. B, Brown, vieux rose silk.gauze and 
less successful than the other territorial clubs | moire; Mrs. E. P. Pearson, white embossed 
of the university, velvet en train; Miss Annie Henderson, black 
fish net trimmed with moire ribbons; Miss 
Morphy, sea green faille and crystal trim- 
mings; Miss Hatch of Whitby, white bro- 
caded silk and natural flowers; Miss 
Louie Tinning, yellow and white silk and 
pearls; Mrs. J. E. Rogers, yellow silk gauze 
and trimmings of yellow roses and rib- 
bons ; Miss Marshall, mauve net and violets; 
Mrs. Henry Thompson, black silk net and 
handsome bouquet of roses, ornaments 
diamonds; Mrs, R. B. Hamilton, black silk 
and jet; Mrs. Garrett looked well in liquid 































































































































































































































































It is encouraging to those writers and public 
men who for years past have been trying to 
convince the citizens of the absolute need ot 
more parks and open spaces to see that their 
efforts have at last produced some tangibie 
effect. The necessity is now universally ad- 
mitted, and much has latterly been done to 
supply thefwant. The hindsight of the citi- 
zens in the matter is ever so much better than 
their foresight. We can all see now what a 
terrible mistake was made in not anticipating 
the city’s growth and providing adequate 
breathing spaces for the population twenty 
years ago when the land now unobtainable or 
only to be had at enormous cost could have 
been cheaply procured. To cuntent ourselves 
with vain regrets now would only be to repeat 
the costly blunder. If Toronto as we know it 
is in need of more open spaces how much 
greater will be the want when our population 
has again doubled itself? In addition to 
sanitary and ssthetic considerations it must 
not be forgotten that parks are one of the 
most profitable of municipal investments. A 
city of parks, squares and frequent grateful 
oases of verdure in the desert of brick and 
mortar will attract not only temporary visitors 
by the thousand during the summer months, 





























































































Mr. Campbell of London, England, was in 
town last week. Mr. Campbellis a subaltern 
in a particilarly smart cavalry regiment, the 
Carabineers, who have lately returned from 
India and are now quartered in Yorkshire, 
England. Mr. Campbell has gone to Ottawa, 
but is expected back shortly, and will probably 
spend the greater part of his ‘‘long leave” in 
Toronto. o 


The Misses Fairleigh of Boston, Mass., are 
staying with friends on St. George street. 
* 











New Music 


All the Year Round Lancers—Nellie 8. Smith......... 50a 
Toreador Waltz—T. P. Rosle...........-s.sceeecesess 500 
When the Lights are Low Waltz—Theo. Bonheur ..... 002 


New Songs 


The Sailors’ Dance, Eb and F—J. L. Molloy........... 560 
When the Lights are Low, F, G, Ab, Bo—G. M. Lane.. 50e 
Off to Philadelphia (humorous), baritone—B. Haynes.. 600 


Of all Music Dealers or yoo oa on receipt of marked 
price by 
Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association, 
13 Richmond Street West, Toronto. 


The libretto of Gilbert & Sullivan’s new opera ‘The 
Gondoliers,” is now ready. 


DIAMOND RINGS--SPRCIAL PRICES 


$12, $14, $16, $18 


* 

Mrs. Wyld of St. George street gave a large 
dance on Friday evening. We go to press too 
soon to give a full account in this issue, 

? 


On Saturday night of last week a brilliant 
audience filled the Grand Opera House to the 
doors, and gave Miss Rosina Vokes and her 
clever company a farewell ovation. A Rough 
Diamond never went better here, while the 
brilliant repartee of that brightest of little 
comedies, My Milliner’s Bill, seems to have 
lost none of its point although there could 
have been but few amongst the audience who 
had not laughed at its witticisms several times 
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Miss Marjorie Campbell expects to visit 
Ottawa shortly. While there she will be the 
guest of Speaker and Mrs, Allan. 

* 







The officers and members of the Royal Mili- 
tary College Club dined a large number of their 
friends at the New Fort, on Friday of last 
week, 







but permanent residents. Men who are before, The names of many society people whom . liberty silk, trimmed with narrow ribbons; and $20 
wealthy and independent enough to choose I noticed in stalls and boxes, have faded from | Miss Sherwood of Ottawa is the guest of her| Mrs. E. A. Fletcher, white silk and blue net. see bsony 
my memory, but amongst them were Captain There rings are 14 karat gold, 


where they’shall live, will naturally gravitate 
to the city where the surroundings are 
most pleasant. We are likely hereafter 
to have the necessities of the suburban 
population carefully looked after in this 


cousin, Mrs. Law of Sherbourne street. 
* 
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The promoters of the Royal Canadian Yacht 
Club ball, which will take place at the Academy 
of Music on February 12, are bound this year 
to excel all their former efforts. I hear that 


single stones, white and very 
brilliant. Cuta paper the size 
wf your finger and send with 
your order. The above prices 


and Mrs. Forsyth Grant, Mr. and Mrs, Apple- 
ton, Miss Sinclair, Mr. Campbell of the Cara- 
bineers, Messrs. Bromley-Davenport, Golding- 
ham, Pauw, the Messrs. Heward, Miss Ark- 





Miss Stella Clarke of Tilsonburg and Miss 
May Millett of Toronto have returned to the 
city after being on a two weeks’ visit to friends 
































































respect and the essential immediate thing | WTight, Mr. and Mrs. T. C. Patteson of East- | in Owen Sound. : Mrs, G. T. Blackstock is composing a waltz : ee eee Saree Y 

is the securing of such central breathing — = oe oe ot G. 7 Black- The aevcasbly ta aid of the Infante’ Home on which will be first payed on this occasion, E. BEETON, High Grade Watch Specialist a 
ill obtainable. Of these the | Stock, the Misses F'atteson, Mr. Grant Stewart, . Opp. Post Office. Torento 

spote as are st Friday evening of last week was very success Last week a highly interesting chamber on | 


the Misses Gravt Stewart, Mr. Frank Jones, 
Mr. Watson of London, England. A beauty, 
in the box above that which Mr. Manning 
reserves for himself, who looked like a South- 


present Upper Canada College grounds are the 
most desirable and the circumstances ought to 
be auspicious for obtaining them from the 


ful, though many well-known faces were 
missing. Rosina Vokes and, in many cases, 
illness prevented large numbers from attend- 


concert was given in the hall of the Toronto 
College of Music,when some trios by Jadassohn 
and Gade were given for the first time in Can- 


POUL ORESSSHIRTS 3 


government at a moderate price. Considering : ing, though the cherming actress spent some | ada. Mies Fi Chatin, danse i 
. , erner, came in for considerable attention, but ’ a. ss Florence Clarke, daughter o r. 
ona ificed "ti ee te o ans < uni it seemed difficult to establish her identity. time in the Academy after the green curtain at | H. E, Clarke, M.P.P., played in Jadassohn’s and 
i “a ft = a "9 donadianian buildings ° the Grand had fallen, and surprised cg Trio op. 20, a fine work, and Miss Sullivan, in . ee P 
ng s or the ne , : : . . oo ; 

en city has a moral claim fon the govern- Not content with being prominent amongst canta?’ Tie Ri ain moan . “T és Gade’s Trio op. 42, written in this master’s best | . 7e"t,°Order, oan eens fad. 0 tek aempertinnnt of ies “a 

ment for the most favorable terms. Every | the leaders of society here, Colonel and Mrs. egies tNrrapssmae: ss Bancker 0 e Vo style. Miss Williams also took part in the | with us, We carry in stock at $1.50, $1.75, $2 and $2.25 F 

ublic spirited citizen ought to lend en-|Sweny were to have given a large skating company was also present, and some one whis-| first movement of Hummell’s well-known op. oan, the Inteer we pay special attention to. on of b 

pment to the move nent to save the col- | Party at the Rink in Ottawa last week. Invi- ee aces a erage Ago as ee Pate ie and oa aie Mahr mo : pe 

tations had been sent out in large numbers, | ”” ’ . uted the string parts, playing two numbers ’ ‘ . e 

— a aeiie x ok aan tear and a great portion of the society which the forms, music, light and handsome pictures/ from Volkmann and Popper as ‘cello solos, Fawke § White and Lavender Kid Gloves a he 

he and the builder and conve P capital possesses during the session and at no combined to make the dancing-room one! Vocal selections were given by Mr. Baguley, In various styles. Also Tl 

i ae o*e other time, would have been present. 3ut an | Pape me especial eee Ices | Miss Sutherland and Mr. R. J. Hall. White al , Colo red Eveni Bows Ti thes 

a . zation of the Board of Works | unfortunate accident to the rink, or to some of | 974 light refreshments were served up- s ng » 1168, te. in 1 

es The re-organiza stairs during the evenin and at mid The railway conductors’ dance in Shaftes- deti 

ie ic chairmanship of Ald. | the officials, necessitated the postponement of | ~: s Rs f Al tho veey intent novelties ta efi 

fy See Th firet i t- | the affair. Mr. and Mrs. R. R. Dobel of Quebec night the large supper-room was thrown | bury Hall last Tuesday was a pleasantly con- us pur} 

i ee ae ‘elated sins open, displaying a splendidly arranged table. | ducted success. The decorations of the hall | English and American Collars and Cuffs pur] 
; ant change has been the resignation of | were associated with Colonel and Mrs. Sweny 

i 4 ‘ ith th biect | in this affair The pretty colored lights and bunting-hung} were well suited to the occasion, for was it oi wii bow 

f City Engineer Sproat wit e objec , e walls, with decorations of palms and ferns, | not the most natural thing in the world to sus- carr 





of effecting an entire change in the system 
under which public improvements are carried 
out. It is proposed that when Mr. Sproat’s 


pend a row of lanterns showing red, white and 
green lights? In the ball-room the light fell 
through delicately tinted shades upon a gay 


lent double attractiveness to the supper, which 
was served by Caterer R. J. Lloyd. 


Colonel and Mrs. Sweny of Rohallion, Bloor 
street, have returned to town from Ottawa. 
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successor is appointed, the whole responsibility*| jr, F.C. Bruce of Rochester. N. Y. , is stay- The est, 
: aati : Ne patronesses were Mrs. Ridout, Lady | scene of flitting figures and flying feet. The Kin . Jordan cu 
of the work shall! be invested in him, with the | ing with friends on Jarvis street. ° Macpherson, Mrs. Nordheimer, Mrs, A. B. Lee, | music was very pleasant to dance to, and the = Le oor. 28 ‘ead 
power to dismiss and —_— oe a Mise Hamilton of Kingston has beén the | Ms: Nixon, Mrs. Osler, Mrs, Williamson, Mrs. | supper excellent in every part, and each detail — A 
officials. _The great cause 0 mos o the evils iss ami on oO ngston has been © | McLean H oward, Mrs. Drayton, Mrs. Bunting | was provided by Harry Webb. Among the of 1 
in municipal administration is divided respon- | guest of Sir David and Lady Macpherson at and Mrs. Rogers, and amongst the lady dancers | prominent railway officials present’ were: Di- dres 
sibility and the continual intermeddling of Chestnut Park. Miss Hamilton left at the were noticed Mrs. and the Misses Langtry, | visional Superintendent Tait of the C.P.R., OF The 
ward politicians and those with axes to grind, | beginning of the week for Quebec. Mrs. R. Wadsworth, Mrs. and Miss Torrance, | Assistant Divisional Superintendents Williams thre 
in matters which should be left in the hands ‘ is the Misses Kemp, Miss Price of Kingston, the | and Leonard and Trackmaster Thompson. C I G A R Ss gold 
of some sole responsible executive head. | Mr. Harvey Simpkinson of London, England, SMitesen Galliven. Mra. L. Weed) Mite Seibeig The colbeibieen wees Giisient ead te their I thi 
Ifa blunder is made—as blunders are certain — has been spending some weeks with anh "ak a Swabey Mrs, "p ns, | earnest efforts the ball’s success is largely due. My 
to be made under such a system—instead of | ‘riends on College avenue, left on Tuesday for Miss Gordon, Miss L Smith Mrs “emu They were as follows: Committee of arrange- MUNGO 7 ” a 5c. aan 
there being one man who can be called to a California, where he purposes settling. Report of Brockville Mrs. aie ’ at . sateen | ane; Seaets Ee enn J. B. tae, @. Cc A B E : ‘ Bc oa 
strict account for it, the responsibility is has it that Mr. Simpkinson will return to town Melhineaias ‘Mrs. Jennie ‘uithe oihae Gallinger, . k& fake © A Cone ch J. = “ - . oul 
divided between principal and subordinate | Cre /0n8, ond that when be again leaves for the Christie Mrs. and the Misses Downes, Miss | Morrison ; reception committee, Messrs, Chas. EL PADRE = - 10c. dra 
officials, aldermen and heads . seo West he will not be alone. Rundink. the M isses Lee, Mise Ince, Mrs. Mc-| Stuart, A. Matthews. 3. Deviian, W. lesasd, ais ad 7 
peste are acti hos ae yo os Mr. and Mrs. P. D. Crerar of Hamilton, Ont., | Donald, the Misses Brodie, Mrs. Hines and | J. Carter, - —_ ae rae! floor MADRE E HlJvO 10 & I6 fear 
manager essrs. John Morrison, W. Hassard | 
! to Blame, cud Suatiy no one io held acouent- ca tenaiae a ee, Tn ee ie eer = ay wi eae and Pr McMahon ; chairman Mr. R, A. a cas a 
apbek able, and all that can be done is We Sant 68 ee ee Pe z "a 2 seen Wee ae l ey ZL don secretary Mr. Ed Williams. te a 
as , : ° essrs, W. H. Cawthra m, Muloc ° ; > ir. ad, was 
te _ ol bills _ spread a - Miss Jessie McInnis of Dundurn, Hamilton, | Drayton, J. Mont. Lowndes, Ww. Dougiss, Vaux z aaah ? ' THE BEST VALUE. = 
of whitewash as quickly as may is the guest of Mrs. James Strachan of Rich- | Chadwick, E. B. Hostetter (secretary-treasurer very enjoyable evening was spent on of 4 
as over the whole business. The principle | mond street. Alfred Boultbee H.T. ee ee H. oa Thursday of last week, at the residence of Mrs, THE SAFEST SMOKE. i coul 
Bae of full individual responsibility resting upon ° and A. J. Boyd : , Cummings of Farley avenue. Cards had been THE MOST RELIABLE. the 
Balle some administrator who has absolute controlof | It was with great regret that a large number ; ? * issued for an amateur dramatic entertainment ts tf 
ae his subordinates is the orly correct one, and if | Of friends and acquaintances heard of the Ottawa is a social lode-stone at present, and | and a unique little English comedy, Caste, in blac 
; ep F it can be carried out some practical improve- death of the Rev. Harcourt Vernon, which a score or so of prominent society faces have three acts, was presented. Of the seven who deal 
ment may be hoped for as a result of reorganiz- | occurred this week at the house of Mr. Alan | been seen in the gay capital of late, and many | took part six were members of Mrs. Cummings’ é Pes ) ( ire, hes 
; ing the department. Cassels of Wellesley place. Mr. Harcourt Ver-| are now contemplating a “little journey into | household. The audience waxed eloquent over coed 
; non was the father of the popular secretary at the world ”—of politics. the acting, giving much praise to the well-sus- fect 
- Social and P Government House. During late years he has * tained characters, Refreshments and a pro- | NO CHEMICALS. of li 
Rae ociai an ersonal, resided in Toronto for some months every year, It will give pleasure to the many friends of | gramme of a dozen dances concluded this de- NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORIN ‘ the 1 
eas —— and always seemed to return to his home in| Mr. John Heward to learn that his protracted | lightful and somewhat novel form of social G. mad 
: Last Saturday night the bachelors of Tin- | England with regret. He was universally ad- | and seriousattack of illness is somewhat abated gaiety. THE BEST VALUE. i sligh 
tagel gave one of the supper parties and smok- | mired and respected here. Mr. Harcourt Ver- | and that he is now in a fair way to recover his ra : a 
ing concerts in which they excel. The guests | non wasa first cousin of Sir William Vernon | wonted strength. Miss Maud Carter, « rising young Toronto Miss MORRISON pa 
of the evening were Mr. Cecil Clay and the | Harcourt, the home secretary of Mr. Glad- contralto is finishing her musical education in w = : 
gentlemen of his company, in whose honor the | stone’s last government. To a young lady in St. Petersburg belongs | Boston. Her friends are much pleased with 41 KING STREE? =eP pis 
entertainment had been inaugurated. Some “, rm , ay is ‘ the distinction of having decided upon Za | her rapid progress, * Is now showing a choice assortment of oll 
thirty gentlemen sat down to a late supper, e members of the Riding an Driving | Grippe’scostume. She wore at a masquerade On T i 1] z 
while others came afterwards in time for the | Club have been waiting expectantly for sleigh- | ball, a dress which gained for her the name of adios i A tg ite ss dieciaion erican Veilings h a 
musical and dramatic portion of the affair. | ng or at least good roads, but the snow fails | Miss Grippe. It was oriental in design, and of Mr. D. E. Cameron ‘gave an excellent con- | Special prices in Dress Goods during stock taking. Alse i 
iy When it is said that the professional gentle- | #94 the mud continues. To day the members | was carried out with wonderful originality. cert at the Cinteal Prison In fact no attention 1s called to r aa 
' men lent ready aid to what local talent there | ™et at Mrs. Albert Nordheimer’s for an after- | The skirt was of silk, and represented a vari- better entertainment has haan acon tans EMBROIDERED DRE a 
ly zs was, the excellence of the last part of the | 200m tea, of which we can give no particulars | colored map of Europe, with Influenza’s ‘as Me ae as tr Mises Gece. SSES rr. 
ii ad entertainment will be understood. The hours | this week. si domains marked in red. Her head-dress wasa| sto ’ Miss Norma Reynolds Mes. D.E aan — ae Rement Shades, vow Russian ots, oto. ___ sat 
re of Sunday morning were rapidly drawing near,| 47... 7 O. Patt . Maesad we Gli! sort of register for the maiden’s admirers and | eron, Mr. E. T. Coates, Mr. W. E. Ramsay and MISSES K & : | 
ice ao that there was little time to spare, but the af - r. . bi eson of Eastwo s visiting | enemies, and bore in dainty characters the | Mr. Cameron. Miss Flett recited in admirable ° HL JOHNSTON aul 
‘ke “stage manager” allowed only a minute or} ° names of the physicians who had interviewed | DY crtne Grove, Miss Talents, dnuuhner of 122 KING STREET WEST. * a 
Hig two then between +8 ee his a Mrs. Albert Nordheimer dined a number of | 2” * = oo, — anied ' her sister ce the ; Ca 
42 pe promptu programme, and so managed to crow i ‘ : piano, contributed a well-execu solo on , 
te 6 eed Ged OC water into 0 comin her friends on Monday evening last. For several years it has been customary for| the violoncello. The accompaniments were OPPOSITE THE ROSSIN HOUSE, rh 
tee short space of time. A short musical sketch Mr. Reginald Thomas of Paris spent Satur- ae “ aoe Maronic Lodge to give ree "Nel Sere Pon ble soe. M hold 
dh a by Mr. Grant Stewart showed that gentle- | day and Sunday in town. = 1 ous 0: tae : rlends. The cards being down the house, Miss Langstaff sustained her pers a anal tine of rpecmndereties 3 read 
the sian te be ta bile beet form and ccomed ~ pet he by ee a relic high re heey in Tetele one eer pretty N 1 carry 
a please the professional part of his audience as The annual meeting of the Girls’ Home, on | 84therings as select as possible, and each suc- | song. ss Norma nolds, whose voice is a ovelt Dress Goods i i th 
te much as it did the others. Mr. J. K. Pauw’s | Gerrard street, was held on Wednesday. Dr. | ceeding entertainment appears to be more suc- ae SS well trained so wat coon , ” Sines pa 
imitation of Irving in a scene from The Bells | Stafford was in the chair. The reports of oo ee es ee _ Some to | with fine effect, Mrs. Cameron’s fine contralto pone a, Let 1 
was extremely well received, and Mr. Broml Henrietta E. Hamilton, the secretary, and | ‘© edict of the Grand Master against dancing | voice was heard to advantage in Love's Old TT 
mitiaeane avr tee tee —s +e Sid. XB Dontaan, Vir twcdbaee:, ckeund thet in halls dedicated to Masonic purposes, Zetland Suptt Fone. Mr. voees 5 > Jude’s Skipper, PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS a 
suited to histalents and took immensely. Mr. | the institution was doing excellent work and = year was compelled to seek querters elee- eang A “Dear Spot ia ‘Treland — The Tare These goods are now being opened. wags 
Courtenay-Thorpe’s recitation was a triumph | Prospering. The following list of managers | Cre. Although the mysterious Masonic| Farewell, the former being received with THE FINEST DIAMUND 
of rare dramatic skill. Mr. Felix Morris | WaS8 moved and carried: Directresses, Mrs. devices, so common in their own hall, were not | special favor. The hearty applause that greeted } . RING ry 
brought down the house, so to speak, by his | McCaul, Mrs. J. G. Scott, Mrs. A. M. Smith, Vinita, 00) Oe Aahpomy of Mase presented 6 onal that the ‘te oe — Bent by rogiote meth paitaen stan = stuff 
recitation of an unpublished poem by David | Mrs. Beard; lady managers, Mrs. J. Leys, Mrs. brilliant appearance on Friday evening of highly pleased with the entertainment. in Canada on receipt of price and sine; sente 
Garrick. Mr. Gottschalk's remarkable playing Boddy, Mrs. Garvin, Mrs. Barrett, Miss Ellis, Sent OOS, See Rae Sey Serene eee Seely e dren J. FRED WOLTe aout for, 5 
was as much appreciated as it has been on | Miss Geikie, Mrs. Walker, Miss Stark, Miss endeavor to secure the enjoyment of their I notice that the Toronto Canoe Club are Broker, 41 Caibetns aimed, Dene an tl 
former occasions in Toronto, while Mr. Bel] | Wardrop, Mrs. Jenkins, Mrs. Briggs, Mrs, | vests: R. W. Bro. E. T. Malone, W. Bros. to. beer an At Some 9 February 13, from | SE Canada one’s 
gave an admirable funny recitation. Anex-| Rennie, Mrs. Wilkes, Mrs. Merritt, Miss John Fletcher, C. A. B. Brown, H. A. Taylor and | Which we may conclude that canoeists are A soft : 
hibition of sleight-of-hand by Mr. Crerar of | Strachan, Miss Harris, Mrs. Woodbridge, Mrs. Been. J.T. Matthews, De, Theta, WO. Mage 4 i | V you { 
Hamilton was wonderfully good. Within two | Carruthers, Mrs. Denison, Miss Barnes, Mrs, dith, Geo, A. Kapelle, F. W. Flett, W. D. Me- one 
or three feet of the nearest of the spectators | Blair, Miss McLean, Mrs. Cox, Mrs. Thomas, Pherson and James Haywood. W. Bro. H. J. (Not the Sultan’s) woul 
and with no “ properties ” or ‘‘ accessories” Mrs. Fletcher, Mrs. Davidson, Mrs, Sills, Mrs, Craig was chairman of the committee, and besid 
that could help him, Mr. Crerar thoroughly | O Meara, Miss Martin. . en ee a in — CIGARETTES they 
mystified and bewildered the company. - eee eee ee highs gg oe Govern ment House : 
Some of those present, besides the above-men. I wonder if there is any covert design to pro- | Mr. and Mrs. J. D. Henderson and the Misses Dic 
tioned, were Mr. C. E, Heward, Mr. Stephen mote annexation in the formation of the society | Henderson, Mr. and Mrs, E. T. Malone, Mr, TORONTO Y I ¥) I 7. of all 
Heward, Mr, Sydney Small, Mr. Wallace Jones, here spoken of. J ust before the holidays, says | and Mrs. J. E. Rogers, Mr. and Mrs. C. A. B. The Reception oi Gavetmtinns Teese co the FIRST I wa 
Ste SP Menceaik Sin Mean She. Tchart Recs the Harvard Crimson, the Canadians who are | Brown, Mr. and Mrs, J. G. Beard, Mr. and WEDNESDAY IN FEGRUARY tilled 
its. Renbbanie. Me, Coenen, Mr. Doulten, Mv. now at the university were brought together | Mrs. E. P. Pearson, Mr. and Mrs. F. G. Cox, WILL NOT TAKE PLACE CI G ARETTES one's 
, by the invitation of Mr. Montague Chamber- | Dr. and Mrs. Britton, Dr. and Mrs. Peaker, < then 
Mayne Campbell, Mr. Clay, Mr. Wilson of New as Mise Campbell will be out of town 
Side ie Mektashh Thames ented a0 master lain. A resolution to form a Harvard Canadian | Mr. and Miss Morphy, Dr. und Mrs. Garrett, iy caiiabiaiadl ? the s 
of ceremonies, while Mr. McLennan, Mr. J, K, | C'2» Was unanimously passed, and a commit- | Mr. and Mrs. Henry A. Taylor, Mr. and Mrs. FRED'K C. LAW, Comd’r R. N The Finest Turkish Cigarettes think 
aay one Mr. Gold en ea aa an anid tee was named to prepare a constitution during | Homer Pingle, Mr. and Mrs. Henry Thompson, " “Offi ial Secretary. unde 
ebhentive eatin ingh the recess. This committee reported at aspecial | Capt. and Mrs. Furnival, Col. and Mrs, 7 THE MARKET. of co’ 
° meeting last Saturday evening and their con-| Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs, G, Hl. Williams, | ,, Tete *f¢ various articles still remaining unclaimed at and ] 





Mr. and Mrs. Morton of Norwich, England, 

















stitution, with slight amendments, was 


Mr. and Mrs, Charles Brown, Mr. and 


Government House since the rec nt Ball, which can be ob 
tained by applying at the office 
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Boudoir Gossip. 


I counted eleven women, who wore their hats 
on their laps, at the Saturday matinee. They 





‘Jooked far more comfortable, and the pretty 


golden heads and becomingly disposed dark 
tresses were pleasant to look at. In front of 
me a young girl sat. She wore a shirred velvet 
hat, trimmed with plumes, and when Rosina 
Vokes’ little slippered feet twinkled behind 
that hat, why—nothing—only I certainlv did 
not see them. Beside me two girls with enor- 
mous beavers were the cause of much annoy- 
ance toa lady behind, Presently she leaned for- 
‘ward and asked one of them if she would re- 
move her hat. The hat was at once taken off. 
I listened and chuckled. There was an idea! 
I leaned forward to ask that the shirred velvet 
might go down, but reconsidering the matter, 
I sat still and suffered. 

Leaving the Opera House, I heard some 
sentimental youth call his best girl’s at- 
tention to the “sea of hats” which “ surged,” 
I presume, beneath his gaze. It did not soothe 
my ruffied spirits, but I wished with all my 
heart that big hats would undulate only in the 
entrances. It is wicked to wear acres of velvet 
for people to look over, peep under and glance 
around, and if we carry the ‘‘ responsibility” 
idea to a great length, the big hat’s wearer was 
responsible for the presence of a slang phrase 
which trotted about in my mind. There wasa 
mixture of impatience and amusement in the 
various inflections with which I thought— 
whence did you procure that chapeau? 


* 

Dame Fashion asserts authoritatively that 
the new woolen goods will have fringes woven 
on them, They are called suitings, and a-e in 
plaids, checks and stripes, often in shades of 
self-color, sometimes in contrasting ones. 

Cashmere pattern dresses have braiding and 
cording woven in, not sewed on, the skirt panel 
and bodice front. 

Polka dots will be found on many of the light 
woolens for young girls’ spring gowns. 

Flower dresses are a little new, in the matter 
of ball gowns. A buttercup dress is of yellow 
tulle caught up with buttercups. A vest of 
the gold-hued flowers is set in the bodice, and 
a half wreath is worn in the hair. 

This dainty little bonnet was worn at the 
theater recently. The crown was of gold gauze 
in pretty soft folds, and the brim was half- 
detined by carelessly-draped velvet of a rich 
purple shade, The narrow strings were of 
purple, fastened with a pretty single-looped 
bow, and a diamond pin thrust through it 
carried its changeful fire directly into the right 
corner of my left eye. 

Black satin damasked with single blossoms, 
such as red clover, daisies, violets or butter- 
cups, is the latest silken material for the 
iong, tight-fitting redingotes. 

At the Sandringham ball given by the Princess 
of Wales, Lady Randolph wore a marvelous 
dress of gold hued satin, veiled with gauze. 
The open-meshed gauze was woven of bullion 
threads, and was a delightful shimmer of 
golden light. Speaking of tulle-draped dresses 
I think of the one worn by Rosina Vokes in 
My Milliner’s Bill, It was a much-admirei 
dress and, perhaps, its especial claim to favor 
was the fact that the skirt was tulle over silk 
with flounced tulle foot trimming, and brocade 
drapery. The usual order was thus reversed, 
and as the brocade and tulle tangled off into a 
fearfully and wonderfully made train one could 
not help thinking that the dress was beautiful, 
and in the next minute wondering what there 
was nice about it. 

““Can every one wear black?” is the title 
of an article in a New York paper. Patti 
couldn’t, and that was why she changed 
the color of her hair. My own opinion 
is that the majority of people look well in 
black. The material has, however, a great 
deal to do with the becomingness of the som- 
bre hue. Satin increases the size, cashmere 
reveals every line, causing the owner of a per- 
fect figure to perform before a mirror a series 
of little pantomimes to an audience of one. To 
the ungraceful form, black cashmere, plainly 
made, is a delusion, It can, however, be 
slightly draped, and then it goes to an oppo- 
site extreme and suggests in its concealing a 
splendid figure. Velvet in black is almost uni- 
versally becoming, and the stout woman who 
cannot wear black satin, carries herself regally 
in a velvet gown. 

Some writer recently denounced the “‘ insane 
habit” of bringing together in house-furnish- 
ings or dress the belongings of different ages. 
But why not? If a silk of to-day, dull, yet 
suggestive of richness in its very folds, be 
trimmed with the oldest lace in the world, is it 
not likely to be a beautiful gown? And 
wouldn't you like to have it, my friend of the 
scoffing pen? 


Canadian girls, gather round me while I tell 
you something. You are attracting the atten- 
tion of the envious Yankee as to the way you 
hold your muffs. In the Detroit Free Press we 
read: ‘The Canadian girls are adepts in 
carrying a muff, They can use their hands, 
their shoulders and skate or toboggan with 
equal ease with this adjunct to a fur suit.” 
Let us be thankful for three things—that it is 
true, that the Yankee man acknowledged it, 
and that he didn’t happen ever to see the muff- 
waggers whom I mentioned last week, 


* 

“The latest device of girlhood is a fancy for 
stuffing pillows with old love-letters.” That 
sentence caught my attention, and I reflected 
for, possibly, three-quarters of a minute. What 
an idea! Some parts of the pillow would let 
one’s head right down to the other side—so 
soft; and the part where Hezekiah upbraided 
you for flirting, would make a big bump under 
one ear, Oh, no! don’t you do it, girls, It 
wouldn’t be a comfortable pillow at all. And, 
besides, love-letters are so much safer when 
they arein—ashes. | 


Did you ever keep a diary? I have a record 
of all the delights and dumps of my life, since 
I was eighteen, and I have quite a few books 
tilled. Such a splendid idea to write down 
one's bubbling confidences in black ink, and 
then laugh at one’s self. To be sure it brings 
the silly side of gushing uppermost ; but then, 
think, diaries won't tell—if you keep them 
under lock and key. If you do not lock them. 
of course it’s your heart that is lying around, 
and I wouldn't allow that if I were you. Itisa 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. | ; 


great convenience and a comfort with a capi- 

tal C, to be able to pour all one’s woes and joys 

into the ears of the “ calf-skin confidante.” 
Cup CAREW. 








Church Talks. 


The Metropolitan Church was crowded un 
Sunday morning to hear Rev. Anna Shaw 
preach. Of course it isa novelty for a woman 
to sermonize—in the pulpit; but if she can do 
it, and wants to, why should she not ? 

The solo sung at the conclusion of the bible 
reading was an especially good one, rendered 
in an especially attractive voice. My eyes 
rested on a triangular pane of amethyst-colored 
glass, surrounded by circular topaz tinted ones. 
It was the prettiest combination of color in the 
four windows and, sitting in the gallery, I 
could see them all, Eyes and ears were de- 
lighted, and I wished that the anthem might go 
on, although I was anxious to see and hear 
Mrs. Shaw. 

When she came forward I saw a short stout 
woman with plainly-dressed iron-gray hair, 
sherp dark eyes, and a pleasing facial expres- 
sion, Her voiceis strong but not sweet, and 
the rather high pitch and flattened vowel- 
sounds intruded upon an otherwise graceful 
delivery. 

Mrs. Shaw’s text was taken from Acts xxvi. 
19, and she dwelt upon the necessity of a4 
vision being present in each mind to incite one 
to work in the present for some special future. 

Her allusion to the boys and girls who scrib- 
bled on the sand near her sea-board home was 
rather hard on the girls. She said that she 
had often watched them write, and while the 
feminine portion wrote sentimental nothings, 
the men that were to be, fired with ambition 
wrote their names adding the title ‘‘ Master.” 
They wanted to be masters of vessels, and the 
vision prompted the act. 

My idea is that men’s visions very often lead 
to sentimentally-written rubbish, and I can 
not believe that Mrs. Shaw meant to create 
such a rising ripple of risibility as that which 
greeted her announcement. 

For one thing I admired Mrs. Shaw’s tact. 
In only two instances did she allude to Women’s 
Rights, and in those very indirectly. 

When she said that society had about finished 
the consideration of the question as to whether 
a man alone had a soul or if one belonged 
also to a woman, there was a little tinge of 
scorn which, though .partly hidden under the 
exaggeration, yet made itself palpably present. 

In another connection she spoke of the pos- 
sibilities of greatness being achieved by a 
woman now, when in past times her efforts to 
widen her influence were retarded by public 
opinion. 

Mrs. Shaw dwelt upon the disappointment 
which comes so surely to those who expect 
the Christian’s life to be an entirely new one. 
The happiest touch in the whole address was 
the decisive yet tender way in which she al- 
luded to the life brightened and changed by the 
vision, as ‘“‘not a new life, but the old life 
made new.” 

Strength came forward in the assertion that 
the task performed with bitter moaning and 
cries against poverty and hardship, was a very 
difterent task from the one in which contented 
hands worked, because it was laid before them 
by one they trusted. 

Altogether I liked Mrs. Shaw’s sermon, It 
bespoke much tenderness of feeling and it 
put forth an earnest plea for trust and content 
in all life’s happenings. Those two ingredients 
of happiness are the most necessary ones and, 
too, the most difficult to acquire. ETELKA. 





A Phenomenon 





Gilsey (as he wades through a s'ray mortar 
bed)—Greash Scott! Who'd thought—hic—it’d 
snowed so hard in thish—hic—one spot !—Li/e. 








Where His Equals Were Found. 

“ Prisoner,” said the judge to a very disrep- 
utable citizen who was brought in by the bail- 
iff, “*you are to have the privilege of being 
tried by a jury of your peers.” 5 

** Does that mean my equals, judge?’ 

‘** Yes, sir.” 

“Don’t do it, judge. Ye can’t get ’em no- 
wheres without sendin’ back the van to the 
jail for another load of prisoners.’ —Merchant 
Traveler. 





The Life of a Stoker. 


The stokers on one of the great ocean steam. 
ers work four hours at a stretch in a tempera- 
ture rangigg from 120° to 100°. The quarters 
are close, and they must take care that, 
while feeding one furnace, their arms are 
not burned on the one behind them. Ven- 
tilation is furnished through a_ shaft 
reaching down to the middle of their 
quarters. Each stoker tends four furnaces, 
spending perhaps two or three minutes at each; 
then dashes to the air pipe to take his turn at 
cooling off, and waits for another call to his 
furnaces. When the watch is over the men 
go perspiring through long, cold passages to 
the forecastle, where they turn in for eight 
hours, One man, 28 years old, who was inter- 
viewed by a reporter, had been employed at 
the furnaces since be was 14 years old. He 
weighed 180 pounds, and was ruddy and seem- 
ingly happy. He confessed that the work was 
terribly Pera. but it came hardest on those who 
did not follow it populanty. 

‘* But if we get plenty to eat,” he said, ‘and 
take care of ourselves, we are right. Here's a 
mate of mine nearly 70 years old, who has been 
a stoker all his life, and can do as good work as 
I can. Stokers never have the consumption, 
and rarely catch cold. Their has been 
knocked off on the lish and American lines, 
because the men got drunk t9o often, and the 
grog did them much harm, When I used to 


take my grog I'd work just like a lion while the 
effect lasted. I'd throw in my coal just like a 
giant, aud not mind the heat a bit, but when it 
worked off, as it did in a very few minutes I was 
that weak that a child could upset me. Take 
@ man dead drunk before the fires, and the 
heat would sober him off or give him a stroke 
of apoplexy.” 








The Erie Railway Flyer to New York. 


Leaving Toronto at 2.50 p.m., is the best train 
to New York, arriving at 8.20 a.m. Through 
parlor and sleeping car line. 





Not Good Poetry, but Facts. 


Buy it; try it. Iryit; buy it. Best in the 
world, and nothing comes nigh it. Nonsuch 
Stove Polish makes no dust. Ditto—ditto— 
ditto—covers the rust. Easily applied. An un 
equalled shine. And use Mirror Varnish 
whenever you climb up on a step ladder to var- 
nish your stove pipes. 


A GUARANTEE CURE 








When your children commence to complain of being sick 
cheer them up with 


TOYS AND GAMES 
FROM 


ROSENBAUM’S BAZAAR 
169 King St. East---at the Market 


ohms 5 Sine 


LOVELY SHADES IN 


NEW BENGALINE SILKS 


The most charming material for evening wear 
introduced of late years. 


Elegant Robes of Same Material 


NEW SHADES IN f 


WOOLEN CREPE, VIRGINIA & HENRIETTAS 


212 YONGE STREET 


INFLUENZA 


PURE PALA 
EMULSION OF set 


COD LIVER OIL 


WITH 


Hypophosphites 


Highly recommended by the Medical Faculty as an effi- 
cient remedy in pulmonary effections. 


Price 75c. 
BINGHAM’S PHARMACY 


100 Yonge Street 
A E. FAWCETT 
* Successor to C. Sheppard 
CHEMiST AND ORUGGIST 
67 King Street West 


Physicians prescriptions and family recipes accurately 
m pounded. Telephone No. 73. 


J. A. McARTHUR 


CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST 
Successor to C. P. Pickering 
2380 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter St. 
(R. A. Wood's Old Stand) 








A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF 
English, French and American 
Perfumes 


Hair, Tooth, Nail and Cloth Brushes 


ALWAYS ON HAND 
Telephone 479 Night Bell 


ans WINTER 
: TOURS 


NASSAU, HAVANA, 
FLORIDA, 
NEW ORLEANS 


, < 7” BARLOW CUMBERLAND 
Ln “mamntienn TT Vonge St., Torrents 


()UEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, 


BERMUDA  =™seer™ 
BARBADOES 
TRINIDAD AND WEST INDIES 


Fortnightly. A. AHERN, Sec. Quebec 8.S.Co., Quebec, 
BARLOW CUMBER! AND, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 
cecinienstneisigeainieniaaitatintainapeatetimeencaeciiigaiiinetaiaeaicaainacaaiiaaiibibi 


~ NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


Fast route to London and Continent. Express steamers 
twice a week from New York to Southampton (London, 


Sap bd SAME dips 6.009.032 Saturday, Feb. 1 
CE PAV icc axsesegee Wednesday, Feb 5 
S 8S. FULDA.................Saturday, Feb. 8 
Clyde built st-amers. Palatial equipment. OELRICHS 
& CO., 2 Bowling Green, New York. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 


CHOICE IMPORTED 
Wines, Liquors, &c. 


Rare old Islay and Cambeton Scotch Whieky, 8 years’ old. 
Rare old Dunville and Jamieson's Irish Wh'sky, 7 years’ 
old. Full ‘ine of Wines—Champagnes, Ports, Sherries, 
Bordeaux, Taragona. Fall line of Gins—De Krupper’s, 
8 hredammer, Geneva and Old Tom. Full Line of Bran- 
cies, Liquers, Rum, Mineral Waters, Bass’ Ale, Guinness’ 


Porter. 
Orders by mail promptly attended to. 


W. E. SHAVER 


Telephone 1850, 2 Louisa St: eet 


EVERY HOUSt HOLDER 


SHOULD USE 


EDWARDS’ DESICCATED SOUP 


The cheapest and most nutritious food obtainable, ite 
force value as a food being three and a half times that of 


equal weight of beef. 
GRAVINA 
(Edwards’ Gravy Powder) 
Easily soluble, quickly cooked, less than five minutes 
being sufficient to produce an excellent gravy. 
Cook book gratis and post free. 


FRED'’K KING & €O., Lid.. Sole Manufacturers, 
Belfast and Lenden, and 
St. Sacrament Strect, Montreal 

















W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Are now showing the Finest Stock of FIRST-CLASS DRY GOODS ever shown retail'in 
the Dominion. Although our Sales for October were the largest we have ever had, 
still our stock is too large, and with a view of largely reducing the same, 


WONDERFUL BARGAINS 


will be offered all THIS MONTH in Every Department. Every Lady in Town or 
Country will not only get the finest stock in the Dominion to choose from, but they 
will save money by doing their FALL AND WINTER SHOPPING at 


W. A. MURRAY & CO’S 


17, 19, 21, 28, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 





FEBRUARY, 1890 


During this month we are having a 
SPECIAL SALE. What does this mean 
for YOU? It is your chance to secure 


RARE BARGAINS 


In Seal Mantles and Jackets 

In Persian Lamb Mantles and Coats 

In Astracan Mantles and Fur-Lined Circulars 
In Shoulder Capes of Seal, Beaver or Mink 

| In Fine, Long Fur Boas in Bearskin, Lynx, &e. 










The finest and most complete stock in 
all Canada to select from. 


‘JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


TRY OUR NEW PATENT 





-DORENWEND’S | 
Hair Dressing Rooms | 


In where the ladies of Toronto go to have 
their hair atte: ded to. 


Cutting, Shampooing, 
Singing, Dressing, &c. 
Ladies attended to at their residences. 
Hair Dressing for Parties, Balls, Enter- 
tainments, Etc. Appointme: ts can be 
made by telcphone. Dorenwend also 
carries the largest stock of Hair Goods in 
Canada. 
Ladies’ Frontpieces, Bangs, Wigs, 
Switches, Etc. 
Gents’ Toupees, Wigs, Etc. 


“Wi.” A. DORENWEND 
Paris Hair Works, 103 and 105 Yonge Street 


TELEPHONE 16551. 
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LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY—MODENE! tel J . 
eccieik aadiiiaes dane dtu denny This is the most perfect-fitting and 


for removing Surgrrivovs Hair and i 
ce aan a cae comfortable corset in the market. 
ivery bottle legally guaranteed by the 
Mopexgs M’'r'e Co. Price, r bottle, 
$1.60 and $2.50. For sale at Are 


puundes air ore, de rorse: | pompton Corset Coy 


ing—For Balls, Soirees, Theater, Con- 
certs, Photographs, etc. Coiffures, Sole M f for the Do ‘ ion 
BUSINESS EDUCATION 


Poudree and Fantaisie, etc. Ladies’ 
Hair Cutting, Singeing and Shampoo- 
ing. Real Tortoiseshell, Steel and 
Amber Combs and Pins. Hair Goods 
—Latest styles of Pompadour Front- 
pieces and Waves and Bangs ready made or made to order 
on shortest notice. Every piece of hair goods is our own 
make, of best quality and finish, Hair Dyes and Dyed 
in every color and shade. Price, per bottle, $3. Ex- 
tract of Walnuts—-The perfection of all Hair Dyes for 
dyeing White, Gray, Red, Faded or Bleached Hair from a 
light Blonde to a deep Brown. Price, per bottle, $1.50. 
Perfumes, all Recamier Preparations, Veloutine Powders, 
Rouges, Eau de Toilette, Eau de Cologne, etc. Armand’s 
Hair Store, 407 Yonge St, 407, Toronto, Ont. 
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Feed. Arimstrong 


Plumber] & Gasfitter 
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HANDSOME PROSPECTUS OF 42 
large pages mailed by 
Sending Name and Address 
Address— J. M. CROWLY, Manager, 
Cor. Yonge and Shuter Streets, Toronto, Canada. 


HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 


CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 


IF YOU WANT A PIANO 


With rich sympathetic tones 


ae ! 
1) Queen St 
; ras 





With prompt delicate touch 
With unequalled workmanship 
With solidity and strength 

With a triumphal record 


YOU WILL BUY A 


MASON & RISCH PIANO 


Warerooms at 32 King Street West, 653 Queen Street West, Toronto 
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Mrs. Burton’s Bravery. 


By the Author of SWEET ANNA GREYSON, Etc. 


“Tt will last my time—I tell you it will last 
my time,” said Squire Hall, irately ; “and, 
even if it would not, Iam not going to spend a 
lot of money on restoring the place! I haveno 
son to come after me, or it might be different. 
Judith would prefer her inheritance in hard 


** Judith ought to have been a boy,” grumbled 
Mrs. Hall. tearfully. ‘‘ She is a disgrace to her 
sex, hunting and flying all over the country. 
She is twice as much a lord of creation as—as” 
the good laay checked herself in time— she hid 
been on the point of saying “‘ as you are,” but 
substituted—‘‘as = brothers are.’ : 

Squire Hall struck the ground angrily with 
his walking-stick. r 

“Madam,” he exclaimed, reprovingly, “‘do 
not talk foolishly! Judith is one of the most 


lovable of girls. What if she is a little fond of 


life and rather wild in her movements? It’s 
all harmless—her heart is good enough. She’ll 


make a splendid match yet—Lord Slater is 


smitten with her. She is such a daring rider, 
you see—afraid of nothing! Last ‘Tuesday, 
when the Dottesmore hounds were out, her 
horse took a dyke that none other dared at- 


tempt. One by one the riders took another 
route; but Judith rode up, her cheeks like 
roses, her curis flying about her head. She 
patted Sultan caressingly and whispered a 


soothing word in his ear ; then, setting her lips, 
they took the dyke as easily as if it had been 
child's play. She was applauded, I can tell you, 
and I was proud enough of her then.” 

“That I'll be bound you were!” answered 


Mrs. Hall. ‘“ You'll ruin the girl! All our 
money is to be saved for her. Our house may 
fa'!l to pieces over our heads, a and 

ly style of 
living be the talk of the county, but all is right 


fences be neglected, our nigga 


so long as you are saving for Judith. She will 


never accept Lord Slater if he proposes—a poor 


penniless nobleman ! 


*““Who says she won't?” demanded the 


Squire indignantly. . 
**T say so,’ answered his wife. 
** You? Pooh! On what authority ?” 


“*My own. Judith does not care for him; 
and she will never marry any one she does not 
like, any more than she will do a thing she 


does not want todo!” 


*« Fool—idiot—you talk like a silly woman!” 
shouted Squire Hall, in a passion. ‘ Who 
asked her to like him? What has that to do 
with it? She'll be ‘my lady’ if he marries her 
—and that’s what I’ve scraped and toiled for. 
My money will enrich them, and—and she 
shall marry him. I'll make her! Now what 


any zee 2” 


rs. Hall was too wise to venture on further 
dissent, but she knew that nobody under the 
sun could compel Judith to act inst her own 
wishes. ‘‘Like father, like daughter,” she 
often declared; they were two of the most 


headstrong and wayward people she knew, 


and, if one was worse than the other, it was 
Judith. If ever there should be a contest -be- 


tween them, it would be war to the knife—but 
the father would have to give way. 
** Ay, I see you know my power,” remarked 


Mr. Hall, cooling down. ‘Judith will have 


to knock under in this.” 

The squire and his wife were out walking in 
the neglected — of Fyfield Hall. Turnin 
an angle in the path, they met a young girl o 


some eighteen or nineteen years — - 
the 


wards them. She was tall and lithe, an 


expression of her face and the firmness of her 
tread showed chat she was strong and deter- 
mined ; she held her head proudly erect, and 


yet there was an air of reckless abandonment 


about her. Rosy-cheeked and long-featured, 
she was, if not exactly pretty, far from being a 
og girl. Health and freshness shone in her 


, and these, combined with a natural youth- 
ful grace, gave her an attractive appearance. 

‘“What have you got bunched up in your 
dress in that harum-scarum style?” asked 
Mrs. Hall, fretfully. 

“It’s only achicken. The mother is a clumsy 
Dorking, and keeps knocking it down; so, 
poor thing, as its lite is valuable to itself, Iam 
going to put it with Merryfeather and her 
eleven chicks.” 

“You are such a contradiction,” murmured 
Wirs. Hall—‘‘so masterful and wayward, and 
‘yet so simple over nothing!” 

‘““My being fearless need not render me 
heartless. Oh, father”—turning suddenly to 
‘the Squire—* Sultan is lame, and I am so 
annoyed about it! I am going to see John 
Burton—they say he is somewhat of a ‘ vet.’” 

*“* Who the mischief is John Burton?” queried 
Mr. ‘Hall. 

**That new tenant of yours who has taken 
the small Croftby Farm. 

**Send Isaac for him then. It is not seemly 
for you to go over to that out-of-the-way place 
alone.” 

Judith laugned cheerily. 

** If it were to Botany Bay or the backwoods, 
.Judith would go!” interposed Mrs. Hall. ‘‘ Sne 
has more love for Sultan than she has for you 
or me” 

“TI have as much,” retorted Judith coolly. 
“‘Sultan and I are inseparable ; I shail never 

art with him. Father, you did open your 
eart when you gave me such a thorough- 
bred !” 


“Ay, Judy girl,” said Squire Hall, with a | 


laugh, feeling well pleased, ‘‘I knew what I 


was about when I bought him for you. It was | 


the best speculation that I ever went in for.” 

“Tt was,” assented Judith, unsuspiciously. 
“* But I'm off! Don’t wait dinner for me! 
shall bring John Burton back if I wait for him 
vantil midnight.” 

“Send Isaac, I say, Judy!” reiterated her 
father. 

**Not I! He has been twice already this 
morning, and come back each time with an 
camatbeicetery tale. You know, if you want a 
thing done well, the best way is to do it your- 


self. 

So Judith, without waiting for further ob- 
jections, walked off to Croftby Farm. There 
had been much rain, and the mud was thick in 
the lanes; but, though she had considerable 
difficulty in making her way, she did not mind. 
In crossing a field to Mr. Burton’s small dwell- 
ing-place she saw a lamb fixed inaslough. It 
was not her business to meddle with it, and 
she might have passed on unheedingly ; but it 
was her custom to aid everything she found in 
distress. After much tugging, pulling and 
pushing, abe succeeded in helping the poor 
creature 4 

**You did that well,” said John Burton, 
meeting her at the back-door of the farm-house, 
whither she had gone, it being the nearest. 

“‘ Did what well?” she inquired, amazed at 
such a ae greeting. 

““T saw it myself,” he went on, nodding in 
the direction of the field, ‘‘and should have 

to it in a couple of minutes; but I’m 
churning. Please come in, Miss Hall, or I shall 
have to leave you where you are—I have no 
one here to help me. You did as bravely in 
saving that lamb as many laborers could have 
done—better than some.” 

Judith smiled ; she did not care for praise. 

“T want you to return to the hall with me,” 
she said. “Isaac has been twice, but you sent 
word that you were too busy.” 

“So Iam; I have this churning to do, a pot 
of Potatoes to boil, some swedes to——” 

“Stay!” interrupted Judith. “I will take 

Pp at the churn, and then you can 
ley on with your other work. Go back with 
me you must, My horse, which I love better 
than my life, is lame, and you must cure it. 

John Burton exerted himself on seeing 
Judith’s energy. She worked with a will, and 
made the butter, while he performed his task 
in an incredibly short space of time, and was 
then ready to start. f . 

*“You would make a splendid farmer's wife, 


| father ; they rarel 





he remarked ad nirimgly, as he locked the 


house door b¥hind him. 


“Is this a pear tree?” she inquired evasively. 
“It is. It grows rather close to that back- 
window, but I haven’t the heart to cut it down 


—it bears such splendid fruit.” 


“You would very foolish to remove it 


then,” she observed. 


They walked along quietly after this, Judith 
having no prevision of what that pear-tree 
would be the means of doing for her at a future 


time. 


“ Lord Slater has been " here to see you, 
Judy,” said Squire Hall proudly, on his daugh- 


ter’s return home. ‘“ He is coming again.” 


“To see me!” exclaimed Judy, in surprise. 
her, Sultan is 
very lame ; John Burton is glad he saw it at 


**He has no need todothat. Fat 


once. 


The days passed by, Sultan was cured, and 
Judith was full of gratitude to his healer. 
Lord Slater kept on calling, Judith always 
refusing to put herself out of the way to see 
him. The Squire oa to feel very angry, and 


at last the bomb-shell burst, 


Smarting with the knowledge that he was 
being avoided, and anxious to secure the 
Squire’s money, Lord Slater at last proposed. 
Had an earthquake suddenly taken place, 


Judith could not have been more surprised. 


**Is that what he has been pestering me for?” 
she exclaimed. ‘‘Oh, no, thanks—I could 
rs wife! Why, he is a 


never be Lord Slate 
greater dolt than Isaac!” 


The Squire raved and stormed. Mrs. Hall 
cried, and besought her daughter to put an end 


to the strife. 


Lord Slater went down upon his knees and 
implored, butall to no purpose—Judith remained 
immovably calm. If she felt any eat 


she never showed it, and, whenever a cloud 


rest on her brow, a good canter on Sultan soon 
cleared it away; a op over the fields and 
on to the Dallerby Hills, regardless of rain or 
storm, and then a swift ride home, and she 
was her fearless self again, as strong as ever in 


her determination not to wed Lord Slater. 


“T can a up with anything, even father’s 

mother’s tears, with you, Suitan!” 
she would say, throwing her arms lovingly 
round the beautiful creature’s neck and kissing 


anger an 


him. 


He seemed to understand her words, snorting 
and pawing the ground in acknowledgment of 


her caress. 


The thoroughbred however was not so healthy 
and strong as he looked. Again he was taken 


ill, and this time his wind was touched. 


“John Burton must be sent for!” declared 


Judith. 


She did not go herself this time, because 
John had promised that, if ever his help was 
needed again, he would come directly she sent 


for him. 


“You have been very careless of your favor- 
ite,” was the candid verdict of the self-consti- 
tuted “‘ vet.” ‘‘ You have ridden him far and 
fast, and the consequence is that he has a 
violent cold? inflammation has set in, and——” 

‘*He will not die! Oh, tell me he wili not 


die!” cried Judith wildly. 


**I do not know,” replied John; ‘I will stay 
here and do my best. May I have Isaac to get 


hot water and bran?” 


** Certainly—eyery one in the house is at your 
command! Oh, Mr. Burton, save my horse at 


any cost!” 


* All that can be done 1 will do—don’t fear ; 
but, if my efforts are unavailing—— You 


understand ?” 


She did, and she saw that John Burton had 
not much hope. Tears rolled down her cheeks 


—tears such as she had never shed before. 


“Tf Sultan dies,” she sobbed, ‘*I shall marry 
Lord Slater. I cannot think how he has got 
this illness, because I have always seen that he 
had a rug put over him, and have personally 


looked after his food.” 
* Don’t | pee said John Burton, cheerfully ; 
“and, if 
Lord Slater!” 
That night the young farmer sat up with 
Sultan, giving incessant attention to his charge, 
and the result was that the horse recovered. 


Judith’s gratitude was boundless. She took 


John Burton’s hand and shook it warmly, and 
there wasa strange new light in hereyes which 


no one had everseen before. The squire noticed 
it, as he happened to be going by, and he de- 
clared afterwards that he would not have 
‘*that low Burton fellow” on the premises 


again. 
**But he is not a low fellow,” said Judith 


stoutly. ‘‘ His father is a lawyer with a lot of 


sons. He could give this one only a certain 


sum to start farming with, because John Bur- 
ton insisted on being a farmer instead of fol- 
lowing the law. Several bad seasons = 

1 


ruined him; and he bravely took this sm 
farm, intending to work his way upwards.” 
“Don't let his face be seen on my premises 


again,” roared the squire, ‘‘ whoever he may 
be! And now, Miss Hall, when are you going 


to accept Lord Slater?’ 


** Never, father—ten thousand times, never !” 


** You shall !”—‘‘ I vow I will not!” 
** Pll cut you off with a shilling !” 


“TL wish you would, for then Lord Slater 


would soon disappear.’ 
** Get out of my sight, undutiful child, until 
you regain your senses |” 


For weeks afterwards Judith avoided her 
met, and never spoke to 


each other. The girl began to _— pale under 
e 


the misery of her situation. squire him- 


| self was struck by the fact when she sought 


his —- one day. 

“Judy has come to her right mind,” he 
thought, gladly, ‘* but it has been hard work for 
her to givein. I will repay her for the sacri- 
fice, however—she shall be a wealthy woman, 
and ‘ my lady,’ too !” 

Judith’s face was deathly pale, and she trem- 
bled violently as she n— 

‘*T have been out riding and—and have had 
an accident.” 

The squire’s fears were aroused immediately, 
for, notwithstanding his harsh treatment, he 
“7 loved his child. 

“*You are not hurt?” he gasped. “Judy, 
speak quickly!” 

** Would that I were!” she replied. ‘‘ Maim- 
ing myself would have been a more satisfactory 
day’s work. No, father; in clearing a hedge 
my horse kicked John Burton, who happened, 
we to me, to be working on the other 
side. 

**He should have kept out of the way. It 
was his fault, not yours!” declared the Squire. 
his neers hardening. “Is that all you wanted 
me for?” 

*‘John Burton is very much hurt,” she went 
on hurriedly, ‘‘and was carried home on a 
hurdle insensible. ‘They cannot tell yet whether 
his head was injured. Outwardly there is no 
injury, but he is lying unconscious. Father, I 
base ies ; and I wish you to send our medical 
map, at our expense.” 

“T should think so indeed!” retorted the 
squire scornfully. ‘‘Let the fellow die—it’s 
the fate of us all some time!” 

**Then, father, if you refuse my request, I 
shall marry John Burton. He saved my Sul- 
tan’s life; and the least I can do is to nurse 
him, after I have injured him, and save his.” 

Mr. Hall laughed incredulously, which roused 
Judith’s anger. 

**I mean what I say,” she declared ; and her 
tone was so earnest that her father grew un- 
easy. 

**Do so at your peril!” he roared. “I will 
disinherit you—cut you off with a shilling, and 


” * Stay !” she interrupted, recovering her old 


courage and audacity, which had left her since 


the accident. “Cut me off with a farthing if 



























can help it, you shall never marry 


you choose; you threatened to do so because I 
would not have Lord Slater, so I shall be no 
worse off as John’s wife than if I remain single. 
He loves me, [ think; and, if I don’t love him, I 
like him fairly well. Besides, I should like to 
be a farmer's wife ; the life would suit me.” 

An hour later Judith Hall stood by John 
Burton’s side. He was conscious but in great 
pain, and the doctor had discovered that it was 
the knee, luckily, and not the head, that had 
been injured. 

** May I come and nurse you?” asked Judith, 
bending over him. 

“* Would you do me that honor?” ,|he asked, a 
smile lighting up his face. 

Judith looked round the room; they were 


alone. 

‘**T will do more for you if -you will let me. 
John, will you make me your wife?” 

In his intense delight he would have sprung 
up from the bed, but the pain in his knee 
restrained him; and then he remembered 
that the house and its surroundings were too 
poor for her. No—he would not selfish ; 
and so, almost groaning, he said nobly— 

‘Thank you very much, but [ cannot accept 
so great a sacrifice.” 

“There is none,” she answered simply. ‘I 
wish to belong to you—I am indebted to you; 
and now, too add to my obligations, I have ac- 
cidentally maimed you. Have you forgotten” 
—with a smile—‘‘ that you said I would make 
a good farmer’s wife? And 1 believe I should.” 

** You do not mean that you will really give 
up position and fortune to be my beloved wife?” 
he asked excitedly. 

**Indeed I do,” she replied; ‘‘ but, as you can- 
not go to the church, I will ask the clergyman 
to come and marry us here. We will obtaina 
license, so that there may be as little delay as 
possible.” 

Shortly afterwards they were married. 
When Judith sent word to tell her parents of 
the fact, her father returned her a dreadful 
message, and ordered her never to darken his 
doors again. Her clothes were sent to her, 
but nothing was said about Sultan. Judith, 
however, was equal to the occasion. A stable 
was prepared for the beautiful animal, and 
ee herself went over to Fyfield Hall to fetch 

m. 

“You must not go near Sultan, Miss 
Judith,” said Isaac, touching his hat respect- 
fully. ‘*The squire’s orders were as he'd turn 
any man from the place as allowed you on the 
premises.” 

**Then get out of the way, and see nothing !” 
retorted Judith.j 

‘*But you'll take Sultan,” demurred the 
man. 

*T will. He's mine, and I mean to have 
him ; locks, bolts, and bars will be no impedi- 
ment to me!” 

Isaac, who knew that his young mistress had 
a will of her own, oe discretion the better 
parte valor, and ambled off as quickly as he 
could, 

Judith ran into the stable, where she was 
greeter with a loud neigh from Sultan, who 

nsisted on rubbing his head against her hand. 
Saddiing him herself, she sprang upon his back, 
and in a few minutes he had carried her to his 
new home. 

Judith’s ‘‘mad marriage,” as it was called, 
was the principal topic of conversation at many 
an evening party; but this did not trouble 
John Burton's wife. She would have liked to 
be on friendly terms with her parents; but she 
determined to be patient, believing that “ all 
things come to those who wait.” eanwhile 
she set to with a will and learned as much of 
farming work as she could. And it was won- 
derful what a head tor business she had. John 
found her advice invaluable, and things began 
to prosper with them. No one churned such 
good butter as Judith, and she was inundated 
with customers. By-and-bye she had to keep 
three dairy-maids, but she always sold her pro- 
duce herself. She and her horse Sultan were 
known everywhere. 

Time went on, but still Judith had never once 
spoke to her parents since her marriage. It 
was the one drop of bitterness in a cup that 
would otherwise have been intensely sweet. It 
had long been a wonder to both her and John 
that the squire had not turned them off the 
Croftby Farm ; and, when their scock increased 
and they wished to add an adjoining piece of 
land to it, they hesitated about asking for it, 
fearing a refusal. At last, however, Judith 
arrived at a decision. 

**Go boldly and ask my father yourself, 
John,” she advised. ‘We shall pay rent 
for it, like other people—why should we mind 
es! I think he will let you have it.” 

*‘John Burton went rather unwillingly—in- 
deed he would not have gone on such an errand 
for — one but Judith. He came limping back 
joyfully to tell his wife the good news. 

“*He says we may haveit. He considers me 
as good a tenant as he has ever had. No, 
Judith ”—in answer to her inquiring look—" he 
—- after you; and I dic not see Mrs. 

all. 


They enlarged their house, and Judith fur- 
nished a comfortable dining-room. One winter 
afternoon she was kept late in the town, wait- 
ing for one of her quarterly customers, who 
owed her a considerable sum of money, When 
ee had received this she prepared to ride 

ome. 

**Are you not afraid to ventur? on a dark 
road on such a night as this?” asked the land- 
lord, as she mounted Sultan, “There are 
queer tales of robbers about.” + ===——— «e-ge 

* Not with such a faithful creature as this,” 
replied Judith, patting her horse’s neck—*‘ he 
would save me,” 

In a very lonely part of the road she passed 
two suspicious-looking characters; but she 
reached home safely,and found her husband 
sitting by the fire. 

** You look ill, John,” she remarked kindly. 
. + aaa I kept you waiting to long for your 
eat” 

**My knee is very bad,” he replied. ‘ Judith, 
my father and George have been over.” 

“That is well. We shall be worth knowing 
now we are growing so rich. I am sorry about 
your knee though. hat shall we do about the 
money? You cannot bank it to-morrow.” 

* But you can.” 

Judith shook her head, and declared she 
should be to busy. 

Two days later was Hobbledon fair, and 
Judith’s maids had asked for a holiday. As 
ae were going to friends in the town, she 
had given them permission to remain there all 
night. Dumbleton, Mr. Burton’s right-hand 
man, was also away; so it happened that 
Judith and her husbaud were left.alone in the 
house. John required a great deal of waitin 
on, owing to the swelling in his knee; severa 
times she poultieed it; and shortly after ten 
o'clock they went to bed, he leaning on her 
shoulder and limping along heavily. 

“ Have you made all the doors fasi?” he 
asked. 

**Oh, yes!” she answered, laughing. ‘“ This 
reminds me of our first year of married life, 
John—only our two selves to take care of.” 

** Ay; but the house was smaller, and there 
was no money in it then. I wish we had put 
that cash away—it is nearly five hundred 
pounds!” 

** Where is it?” she asked. 

**In an old stocking under the mattress,” he 
answered. 

**Nobody can take it from there,” she said, 
reassuring. ‘‘ We are safe enough. 

But, when she found, by her husband’s steady 
breathing, that he was asleep, she to 
think how unprotected she was. If they were 
attacked, there was no house nearer thana 
wayside inn nearly half a mile off. But no one 
would attack them. Hush! What was that? 
Were her fears rendering her nervous? There 
it was again! She sat up in bed and listened. 
Surely some one was trying to get into the 
house! And they were not very quiet about it, 
for she could hear their voices plainly. She 
crept out of bed and listened. 

**On’y a woman ; and we:can soon seetie her. 
I tell ye, Mr. Burton is——” 

She did not wait to hear more, but went 
back quietly to the bed and waked John. 

** Hush—not a word !” she whispered. ‘‘ There 



























































































are men breaking into the house. You cannot 
go for help—I must; but urst let me leave you 
If we only had a pistol, you might have 
ered, ; but we will defeat them yet—trust to 


Her courage was marvelous, and it revived 
John Burton's spirits, for at first h 
werlessness to help. 

“Tam but a log just now with my unfortu- 
nate knee, yet-——” 

Before he could utter another word she had 
ut a blanket round him, and, almost carrying 
was hurrying him towards a 
hind a lot of 
boxes ana hampers, she fetched some more 
and heaped it upon him. 
ocking the lumber-room door on the 
inside, she put the key into her pocket, and, 
opening the window, peered out cautiously. 
It was the window that the pear tree sheltered. 
She neither saw nor heard any one, and the 
moon was shining brightly. 
breath, she prepared to get on to the window 
John would have stopped her, but, after 
one vain attempt, he was forced to give way to 
her, knowing that her will was law to him 
chance of escape,” she said, in 
a low tone. ‘They shail not catch me alive 
—I can run with the best.” 

John’s hand would have been a great help to 
her in her descent by the pear-tree, but she 
managed to do without it. 
her heart almost misgave her, for one of the 
men came round the corner of the house to see 
that all was right ; but fortunately he did not 
look up, or he must have seen her and the open 
as her nerves were, tha’ in 
er more than she could hive 
thought possible. She trembled excessively, 
and was obliged to pause for some moments. 
The grating of a “jemmy” sounding from the 
front of the house told her that the men were 
once more together, trying to break in; aud 
she pursued her way hurriedly. 

There was not a moment to spare. 
nizing this, and being fully aware of her dan 
ger, she stood still nevertheless for quite a 
minute after her feet were on the yround 
before she moved onwards. 
front of the house ceasing nerved her to start 
on her perilous journey, and she ran for her 


im in her arm 
lumber-room. 


Holding her 


** It is our onl 


Half-way down, 


cident disturbed 


The noise in the 


Abouttwenty minutes laterJudithrust edinto 
the bar-room at the Angel Inn. 
she looked, with the few clothes she had con- 
trived to throw on and a shawl over her head. 
Being fair-time, there was an unusually large 
r of men collected together. 
looked up uncomfortab 
that the woman half hid 

gry wife come to fetch him, but, when 
they found that it was Mrs. Burton, they all 
listened to what she said with the greatest 


A sorry ogure 


expecting to find 
n by the shawl was 


t . 

‘Breaking into your house? Audacious rob- 
bers!” ejaculated the landlord. 
is Sultan, Mrs. Burton? He would have been 
invaluable now.” 

‘*T dared not wait to bring him,” she said. 
‘* Hurry, please, or my husband may be mur- 
dered and the money taken !” 

‘© You should not have left the cash,” observed 
‘* But see—there is a dog-cart driv- 
ing off to your assistance, and the men that 
can't ride will walk. How are you 
ma’am? Will you follow or stay here? 

She was about to declare her intention of 
walking too, when a gentleman came forward 

























**T am driving that way, and can 
seat in my carriage ;” so she accep 


offer. 

By the time she reached the farmhouse again 
the men were captured, with the money on 
them. They were tried at the next assizes and 
received long sentences, both provin 
perate villains whom the police 


all was so elated at his daughter’s 
bravery that he walked over to the farm the 
next day, and became reconciled to Judith and 
nd—indeed he would have made them 
return with him to Fyfield House but that 
John’s knee was so much worse that they pre- 
ferred postponing their visit for a few days. 

**I do not know, Judith, that you have not 
urown way and accept- 


done better in takin 
rve the squire; “but I 


ing John Burton,” o 
have suffered no end of mise 
headedness in the matter, an 


“Ah.” exclaimed Judith, ‘‘and I also have 
suffered? my will was too strong; I ought to 
have coaxed you more. 
from it, and try 
in the fature, 


Tet us learn a 
to be more patient and fore- 
I am truly thankful for 
ht’s incident if it has reconciled us 
ow, father, stay and have a pi 
John while I run home and see mother.’ 

Sq 1 accepted the invitation; and, 
when Judith returned with Mrs. 

atly to see how well the fa 
and his son-in-law were getting on together. 

** Your husband is a cousin to the Burtons of 
Corby, I learn, Judith,” said 
—‘*some of our grandest neighbors. Who 
would have thought it?” 

‘And he is not an impecunious nobleman, 
r. going through the Bankruptcy 

Judith. 


Mr. Hall proudly 


like Lord Slate 
Court,” whispe 

** No, indeed !” returned the Sq 
great comfort to me to know that in leaving m 
money to Judith it will not be made ducks an 


* We shall want no money,” spoke up John 
“Through my noble wife’s 
industry and good management we are inde- 
pendent, and through her undaunted courage 
we are now a happy family. 
Three cheers for 


Burton proudly. 


1” 
quire joined in the toast, and added : 

“A little more money never comes amiss— 
does it, mother?—and Judith of course will 
Meanwhile here is suc- 
cess to John Burton, and through him to our 
darling child!” 


have all that is ours. 





He Had the Grippe. 





beth (adapted)—I have a strange infir- 











BEECHAM’S PILLS 


(THE CREAT ENGLISH REMEDY.) 
S$ and 





ervous ILLS 
25cts. a Box. 
oF ALL DRUGGISTS. 


How Barnum Outwitted the Canadian s. 


**Do you know why P. T. Barnum is unpop- 
ular in Canada?’ asked a thea‘rical agent last 
night. ‘I will tell you. There is a heavy duty 
on posters in Canada, and the showman who 
takes a la quantity of printed matter into 
the Dominion is under an enormous expense, 
Barnum determined to avoid the exaction. He 
planned a Canadian tour for 1886, and two 
years before he sent tons of pusters to Canada 
and neglected to pay the duty. The stuff laid 
in the Custcm House without being called for, 
and at last the officials decided to advertise it 
for sale at auction. Barnum sent an agent to 
the sale to buy up the show bills, and he did so 
atabargain. The secret leaked out, and that’s 
the reason the patriotic citiz2ns of Canada are 
down on Barnum.”—Rochester Post-EHupress. 








- Tr, 
A Hint for the Preservation of the 
Complexion. 


If you desire Toilet Preparations that are 
PURE, and that will remove all imperfections 
from the skin, and leave it as white and smooth 
as an infant's, insist upon having 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER'S 


RECAMIER PRE PARATIONS 


They are endorsed by every woman on both 
continents who make the preservation of their 
beauty a study. Notably among them are 


From Mme. Adelina Patti-Nicolini. 
Craie-Y-Nos Castie, Oct. 13, 1887. 


My Dear Mrs. Ayer--There never has been 
anything equal in merit to the Recamier Prep- 
arations ; my skin is so immensely improved 
by their use. I need not dread old age while 
these magic inventions of yours exist. I use 
Cream Balm and Lotion every day of my life 
and could not exist comfortably without them. 
Recamier Soap is also perfect. I shall never 
use any other. It far surpasses all toilet soaps. 
I hear that the Princess of Wales is delighted 
with the Recamier apy eet I am con- 
vinced your Recamier Preparations are the 

atest boon ever invented. I could not com- 
ortably endure a day without them. 
ADELINA PATTI-NICOLINL 


And equally strong endorsements from 


CLARA LOUISE KELLOGG, 
SARAH BEGQNHARDT, 
LILLIE LANGTRY, 
FANNY DAVENPORT, 
HELEN MODJESKA, 
MRS, JAS. BROWN POTTER, 
and maay others. 
What the Recamier Preparations are and why 
they are to be used. 

Recamier Cream, which is first of these world 
famous preparations, is made from the reci 
used by Julie Recamier. It is not a cosmetic, 
but an emollient to be applied at night just be- 
fore eine and to be removed in the morn- 
ing by bathing freely. It will remove tan and 
sunburn, pimples, red spot or blotches, and 
make your face and hands as smooth, as white 
and as soft as an infant’s. 

Recamier Balm isa beautifier,pureand simple. 
It is not & whitewash, and eniiee most liquids, 
Recamier Balm is exceedingly beneficial and is 
absolutely imperceptible, except in the delicate 
freshness and youthfulness which it imparts to 
the skin, 

Recamier Lotion will remove freckles and 
moth patches; is soothing and efficacious for 
any irritation of the cuticle, and is the most 
delightful of washes for removing the dust 
from the face after traveling, and is also inval- 
uable to gentlemen to be used after shaving. 

Recamier Powder is in three shades, white, 
flesh and cream. It is the finest powder ever 
manufactured, and is delightful in the nursery, 
for gentiemen after shaving and for the toilet 
generally. 

Recamier Soap is a perfectly pure article, 
guaranteed free from animal fat. This soa 
contains many of the healing ingredients conn 
in compounding Recamier Cream and Lotion. 

The Recamier Toilet Preparations are posi- 
tively free trom all injurious ingredients, and 
contains neither Lead, Bismuth or Arsenic, 
as attested to after a searching analysis by 
such eminent scientists as 

Henry A, Mort, Ph. D., LL. D., 
Member of the London, Paris, Berlin and Ameri- 
can Chemical Societies, 


Tros, B, StrLLMAN, M. Se., Ph. D., 
Professor of Chemistry of the Stevens Institute 
of Technology. 
PETER T. AusTEN, Ph. D., F. C. S., 
Professor of General and Apaiad Chemistry, 

Rutgers College and New Jersey State Scien- 

tific School. 

If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him order 
for you, or order yourself from the Canadian 
office of the Recamier Manufacturin Company, 
374 and 376 St. Paul street, Montreal. For sale 
in Canada at our lar New York prices: 
Recamier Cream, $1.50 ; Recamier Balm, $1.50; 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1.50; Re- 
camier Soap, scented, 50c.; unscented, 25c ; 
Recamier Powder, large boxes, $1.00. ‘Small 
boxes, 50c. 








TO BE HAD AT 


Dan Taylor & Co.’s 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 
Recam‘er Cream 


Recamier Balm 


Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion 


Recamier Soaps 
Recamier Powders 


SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS 


Hair Grower and Hair and Scalp Cleaner 


ARCADE PHARMACY, 133 YONGE STREET 


TELEPHONE 1104 
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Nace. 





BY ELIZABETH BISLAND. 

“Nace! yo’ Nace; Yo’ git dat pan, en go git 
me some chips fer dish re fiah, boy.” Silence. 

* Yo’ heah me, niggah?” 

o answer. 
Nv take yo’ han’s outen dat dough, boy, en 
it me dem chips ’fo’ i bus’ yer wide. Yo’ 
Feah me talkin’ ter yer?” 

This with growing asperity, and Aunt Patsey 
began to wipe her hands on her apron, and 
glance about inquiringly for a handy bit of 
shingle. Nace was learned in times and sea- 
sons. He knew the exact point to which 
obedience might be deferred, and the important 
moment when it became the better part of 
valor. Slouching sulkily over to the big 
stove, he pulled out from under it the 
battered, rusty, old milk-pan that served as a 
chip basket, and crawled reluctantly away, 
jicking his little pink-lined black paws that 
were yellow and sticky with cake dough. His 
heart was filled with che impotent wrath of 
balked desire, and as he dragged his heels 
along the ground toward the wood-pile, he 
mumbled anathemas to himself upon his ma- 
ternal parent, in which the only articulate 
statement that ——- conveyed the impres- 
sion that he considered her to have reached a 

int of meanness that no ‘ol’ yaller hound” 
of the most abject description could ever hope 
torival. He felt it was very hard to be sent 
for chips just when Miss Jane had given him 
the cake bowl to scrape. A melancholy inti- 
macy with his mother’s eccentricities made 
him reasonably sure that she would have 
dashed hot water into the bowl before his 
return, and have spoiled all those delectable 
mouthfuls he was thriftily reserving for the 


last. 

Miss Jane’s kitchen was a pleasant place at 
Christmas time. It was connected with the 
house by along covered passageway; it was 
long and low, with a brick floor, and dim mys- 
terious shadows amid the rafters where 
bunches of herbs and strings of red peppers 
hung, and above which yawned the loft 
pointed roof, black with the smoke of the bake 
meats of the many generations of Throckmor- 
tons. Time had softened the tint of the white- 
washed walls to a dull and pleasing yellow, in- 
terspersed here and there with ared gleam of 
an exposed brick where Aunt Patsey was wont 
to casually sharpen the kitchen knives—shirra! 
shirra!—back and forth, A tall dresser glit- 
tered with. tin and in the cool dark pool of the 
brass-bound cedar bucket swam a _ crook- 
handled drinking gourd. The deep windows 
looked out on a green slope shaded with China 
trees, which cast vibrant, lace leaved shadows 
in spring, loaded the air with intolerable sweet- 
ness at blossom time, furnished Nace with 
ammunition for his pop-gun with their hard 
green bullets in summer, and in winter redu 
into intoxication with their ripened fruit those 
erstwhile prohibitionists the robins. At the 
foot of the slope was the wood-pile where Nace 
went for chi Besides the stove there was a 

at open fireplace with a crane, where soup 
pots bubbied, —— roasted, and where at 
this moment a Dutch oven stood on the hearth 
in which the Christmas cake was baking, and 
whose top Nace himself had heaped with live 


coals, 

For weeks the kitchen had been suffused with 
warm, spicy odors, arising from the cakes and 
comfits Miss Jane and Aunt Patsey were pre- 

aring for the usual Christmas gathering of the 
Throckmerton clan, and the return of the boys 
from school. Nace had made up his mind not 
to be naughty once during the entire holidays. 
In anticipation of the infinite delights of hav- 
ing Marse Torm and Marse Chawley home 
again, he had sat up night after night in the 
leaping firelight of Aunt Patsey’s cabin, busily 
fashioning for their benefit a red bird trap, 
which was to be a triumph of art, but which 
had a most disheartening wa of fallin to 
pieces just as it reached completion. He had 
given his small help in the cooking too, 
watching over the currants drying in the 
sun, and with a clean apron tied under his 
chin, and his hands diligently scoured with 
brown soap, had sliced citron for the great 
cake, Ae8 ees e ae. man _, of 
pastry and sugar, and the privilege of scraping 
the one bowl, had fallen to his share. An 
excess of cake dough, however, is not con- 
ducive to virtue, and the African sunniness 
of his temper was ee eclipse. He 
was fast reaching that point where his mother 
was wont to darkly confide to her pots and 
pans, but loud enough for him to hear, that 
**Dat boy wuz des sufferin’ fer a good killin’ 
beatin’, and wuts mo’, he wuz gwine ter get 
it.” And would add, warningly, ‘* Yo’ better 
mind, Nace! I'm gwine ter have a switch off'n 
der tree fer you ’fo’ night.” Then the dark 
clouds would settle down and overshadow 
him; there would be thander and lightning 
and a rain of tears from a little crumpled, sob- 
bing heap of on. in some dim corner of the 
kitchen ; from which he would finally emerge 
brighter than ever, going wee, for chips, 
slapping his small bare feet on the dampearth, 
banging the old tin pan against his legs, and 
sweetly singing, with sharp pauses and deep 
accentuations, one of his favorite songs : 

‘* Er never—wuz yet—er boy—or man, 

> er kettle —er dish—or er pan 

‘e—rattle! Te—rattle ! 
Che—bang! Che—bang !” 

The signification of which was dark to all save 
himself. But to-day no melody cheered his 
lonely way to the wood-pile. He slammed the 
pan down on the chips, and sat down himself 
on the old knotted log which no one could split, 
but which he himself was given to hacking 
hopefully and futilely at intervals during 
special expositions of industry and usefulness. 

‘*Er ain’ gwine ter git no chips,” he mumbled, 
crossly, kicking his heels about. ‘‘ Um tiah'd 
er gittin’ chips ; er gits chips *bout forty ‘leven 
tines ev’y single day, en er ain’ goin’ ter git nare 
‘nother one—so dah! En maw kin beat clean 
twell she gits ti’ed, en den er ain’ gwine ter git 
nare ’nother chip.” 

He asserted this with the reckless emphasis 
of present impunity ; but as he meditated upon 
the reasonable certainty of the defied infliction, 
his heart swelled with bitter and impotent 
wrath, 

‘Er don’ care. Maw’s meaner'n er ol’ yaller 
dawg. She's er ol’ brin’le mule, She's er ol’ 
one-leggea elerfunt!"—with impassioned culmi- 
nation of invective. 

Just at this moment there was a rustle in 
the wood-pile. It might be a wren; it might 
even be a ground-squirrel. Nace had a theory 
that by an exquisite excess of caution and de- 
liberation he would one day wound and capture 
one of these denizens of the wood pile. e fell 
on his knees, and peered carefully in the dark, 
sweet-scented om of the rough heaped logs. 
Then he felt silently about for a big chip, 
poised it with elaborate pains, and flung it 
strenuously. There was a whisk of a striped 
tail, and an instant later only a solitary little 
negro occupied the wood-pile. The next object 
that caught his attention was a flexible green 
branch still adhering to a log. 

a Lawdy ! wouldn’ dish yer make er nice 
wip?” 

hips were the idols of his youthful affec- 
tions, Sometimes when he was very 
Uncle Huff, the coachman, permitted him to 
pee the lash of his long plaited rawhide. When 

e grew older he was to have a similar one of 
his own; but meantime he was obliged to con- 
tent himself with acre breaking the 
longest withes from Miss Jane’s banksia rose 
bushes, and digging cane roots in the woods. 

‘“*Shucks take dis old w’ip! Er can’ break it 
off nohow. You better come off here, w'ip, 
kase I des gwine ter n’ gnaw yer off ef yer don 
come, Er wish er hed er knife ter cut dish yer 
pleg tek-it ol’ w'ip. Miss Jane say she gwine 
ter gimme er knife Chrismus—— ” 

At this moment the branch, frayed by being 
wrung round and round, ted suddenly. 

ace turned a back somersault and rolled over 
on the chips, filling his sunburned wool with 
fragments of wood and moss. Coming right 
side up with care, he paused to listen, 

‘Dah! year dat ! t’s de Natchez w'istlin’ 
fer Davis’ Bend. I’m gwine down d’ river ter 





























































rock in her waves. Er ain’ gwine ter pick up The sun began to sink in the west, and the 
no chips, distant shores grew misty and purple. Nace 
. He started off hastily down the path, an odd | lay curled in the bottom of the boat, weak and 
little figure clad in blue cottonade, with a blue | exhausted with his cries and tears. 

check apron buttoned around his neck by one “Oh, Lawdy! Oh, mammy! Oh, Jesus!” 
large white born button, Just at first his sins | he cried still, in tired, despairing whispers. 
were heavy upon him, but he brightened up | There was no one to answer. The sun 
under the influence of the warmth and sweet- | behind the dim blue horizon of woods. A few 
ness of the December day, touched himself up | keen stars pricked through the deepening dusk, 
ow on the legs with his whip, clucked to | and the river wind grew chilly with night. 
himself, and thus encouraged broke into a very | Nace slept from exhaustion, wakened,and slept 
bifh-stepping, thorough bred canter that lasted | again; and evening darkened down. The 
all the way to the river's side, heavens glittered and palpitated with the 

The bank rose several feet above the river on | sidereal splendors of a Southern night. In the 
his side ; on the other a wide bar had formed, | cool silence came at times faint echoes of a 
fringed with young willows, The old skiff | barking dog from the distant Jand. At lon 
floated at the foot of the bank tied to a stake, | intervals a light gleamed from the banks, an 
and Nace scrambled in to enjoy its wild tossing | at times black birds flapped heavily across 
agp the waves made ~ the steamer’s paddles, | from shore to shore; and, under all, the low 

e settled himself astride one of the seats, and | whisper of the flowing of great waters, 
waited for it. Nace laid his head on the seat and gazed up 

W’y don’t yer come erlong, ol’ steam-boat? | at the planet worlds above him, thinking— 
Um waiten on yer. Lawdy! look et dat craw- 
fish! How dis yer dade crawfish came year, . : 
yer s’pose? I spec’ Sammy been lef’ it yeer 
when he’s fishin’ las’ Sa’'day. Humph—umph! 
don’ it smell ba-a-ad,” and dangling it by one 
long antenna, he threw it in the river. Rock- 
ing the boat by his own motion, and holding 
tight to the seat, he began again. 

“Er wish Chrismus wuz year. Um gwine 
ter hang up my stockin’ ter night, same’s ther 
white chillun. Miss Jane say I mus’. En 
Santy Claw gwine put sumpin’ en it. Er wish 
he’d gimme er gun, en er owinge, en er w’ip, en 
er knife, en er appul, en "bout forty ‘leven hun- 
dred dollars, so’s I could buy me some candy. 
Dat boat mos’ year. Oo! oo! kerchoo! kerchvo!” 

He paused a moment for contemplation, and 
then resumed the thread of his reflections, His 
thoughts had taken a new tack. 

**T heard Unk Huff tellin’ Aunt Liny’s Mandy 
er Chrismus story last night. He say: ‘One 
time dere’s er little boy live all ‘lone en der big | 

j 





woods; en Chrismus mawning’ er gre’t big 
wolf come knock at de do’—blam! blam! En 
when de little boy open de do’, de wolf says: 
“ Chrismus gif,’ little boy,” en et him all up!’ 
Dat’s wat Unk Huff say.” 

The boat had swung around the Bend now 
into full sight, bus Nace was under the spell of 
his own a eloquence, and only half 

er. 

**Unk Huff done seen sperits,” he remarked, 
by way of displaying his versatility and powers 
of conversational resource, ‘* Er wish | could 
see sperits. Maw say er wuz bo'n wid er caul, 
en folks wut’s bo’n wid er caul kin always see 
um ; but lain’neverseed none. Dey’sall white 
en thin, en yerkin seeright spangthooum. Ef 
you’s good, dey don’t hurt yer ; but ef yer's bad, 
de devil gits yer, en der sperits carries yer right 
off. Miss Jane say dere’s white angels too what 
waits on Jesus. When Jesus tell um ter do 
sumpin n’er dey goes right straight en does it. 

y come down in der night en kep’ er singin’ 
ter der folks, ‘Jesus done bo’n! Jesus done 
bo’n!’ En Miss Jane say dat’s why she gwinc 
ter gimme er knife fer er Chrismus gif.” 

The big white steamboat was opposite him 
now, and his attention was directed from his 
theological researches. It was floating like a 

at swan on the river's brown breast, thrill- 
ng with the stertorous breath of its upward 
P it ploughed nearer the Throckmor- 
ton’s shore, and from her wake rushed the 
wild foaming waves, tossing the skiff high. 

** Hooray !" shouted Nace, in delighted ter- 
ror. The skiff rushed forward and dug its | 
nose into the bank, then dragged violently out- 
ward, tearing at its fastenings. The leaping : 
waters softened the earth around the stake, | 
and after the fashion of Mississip»i banks, it 
cracked, crumbled, and caved off, carrying the 
stake with it and setting the boat free. The 





HE MARCHED WITH SHERMAN 
TO THE SEA; 


Trpdged all the way on foot, over mountain 
and through morass, carryin knapsack and 
gun, slept on brush heaps to keep out of the 
mu * caught cold, from the effects of which 
his friends thought he would never recover. 
Lingering with slow consumption for many 
years, he saw Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis- 
covery advertised in a countr newspaper, 
and he determined to try it. few bottles 
worked a change: six months’ continued use 
cured him. Always too independent to ask 
his country for a pension, he now says he 
needs none. He helped save his country, he 
saved himself! Consumption is Lung-scrof- 
ula. For scrofula, in all its myriad forms, the 

Discovery” is an uncqualed remedy. It 
cleanses the system of all blood-taints from 
whatever cause arising. and cures all Skin 
and Scalp Diseases, Salt-rheum, Tetter, Ecze- 
ma, ond indred ailments. It is guaranteed 
to benefit or'cure in all diseases for which it 
ig recommended, or money id for it will 
be refunded. Sold by druggists. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD’s Dis. MED. ASS’N. 
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| Be a, 
eddying currents caught at it gleefully and 
critlod i out Jnto midstream. ect bardly | FLORENCE SILK MITTENS 


of danger penetrated but slowly his thick little 
skull. Heclung tothe seat and stared about 
wildly, but when the banks ru-hed swiftly 
away from him and left him to his fate, he be- 
gan to whimper a little, like a young puppy de- 
serted by its mother. 


The steamer labored on - the river, and the 
skiff with its slight burden drifted lightly 
downward onthe swift current. The familiar 
Throckmorton landing began to get mixed as 
to details—to grow indistinct—and then the 
great brown river curved itself like a serpent, 
and Davis’ Bend was here instead of ‘‘ Miss 
Jane's.” 

Nace, in the very abandonment of terror, shut 
bis eyes and roared, ‘‘Oh, mammy? mammy !” 
returning instinctively to the terms of his 
cobshoet But who was to hear a little darky 
crying in the midst of the great Mississippi? 
The river's mile of width seemed to him an 
ocean, and he lost and alone upon it. On and 
on the boat skimmed lightly, swayed at times 
from side to side by unexpected whirlpools and 
eddies, The little yellow ripples ran along the 
red banks and gnawed at the shore until bits 
of earth fell with a tiny splash, and were 
swiftly swept away to the other side, where 
low bars were forming, at which the land 
snatched greedily, binding with the firm roots 
of grasses and willows the gifts of the robber a 
ar _——e Gown, _ and oC ~ ps. 
versed, the river busy forever building an 
tearing down, and taking no note of one smail | CORTICELLI SILK co. 
skiff drifting loosely on its wide expanse. ST. JOHN'S, P. Q@. 
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back, with silk. They make 
a@ most durable and fashion- 
able article for Ladies’ wear. 

Sent to any address on re- 
ceipt of $2. Colors—Black, 
navy blue and brown. Three 
other patterns, $1.75, $1.65, 
and $1.50 each. 


FLORENCE HOME 
NEEDLE WORK 


1889 


Contains 96 pages, instruct- 
ing you in Netting, Knitting, 
Tatting and Embroidery, 
each subject fully illustrated, 
sent by mail for 6 cents in 
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An Old Family. 





gentleman I saw speaking to you in the ball-room, 
oes he belong to? 
The Reptilia. 


Mr. Ibson—That was a Mog distin 


Miss De Veux. What famil 
Miss De Veux (outing 





strange, ignorant gropings of a littie negro | ened through the world, and the morning wind 
soul alone for the first time in the great void of | whirled the fog away in long shreds u 
nature. All his life had been that of a tiny | through the blue, Nace thought it a cloud of 
chicken under its mother’s wing, never stray- | those white angels who had watched the world: 
ing beyond sound of her voice. tenderly on rist’s birthnight, and now 
I ain’ gwine ter hang up my stockin’ ter- | flew upward in —_— to sing cations praise and 
night, en I ain’ gwine ter git no Chrismus pres- | glory to God for the peace and good-will upom 
en’s, ner nuthin’.” he wailed ; ‘en I’m go hun: | eart He had seen “sperits” at last, but 
ary!” And he began to recall his usual corn- | they gave him joy and courage, so that when 
bread supper and his favorite ditty : the upward-bound steamer found him and 
** Gimme piece er meat, carried him ‘home, he burst into the kitchen, 
En gimme piece er brade, where Aunt Patsy was dropping tears among 
Gimme piece er hoe-cake— the batter cakes, as she fried them, and cried : 
E I’m almos’ dade. ‘** Chrismus gif’, maw! Merry Chrismus!” 
M iss Jane say Jesus tek keer er people, Er His vague strivings alone on the river would 
wish he'd tek keer er me, en tek me home ter | seem not to have n in vain, for after em- 
mammy,” breaking down in bitter despair and | braces and explanations were done, he got 
wretchedness. ‘ Miss Jane say Jesus suttenly | down upon his knees and hauled out from 
tek keer er ple ef dey’s good ”—a sudden ; under the stove the oid battered tin pan. 
qualm as to his past came over him, and he “Tm gwine ter git yer some chips, maw !”— 
a his face down, away from the accusing | Harper's Bazar. 
stars, 
What vague, intangible wrestlings with the 
small sins and temptations of his life took 
lace in that little semi-barbarian’s heart be- 
waaay av _, —_ = say? es he 
awoke, cold and stiff, night’s last deep slumbers ‘* He behaves like a bear.’ 
were troubled with dreams of day. The few “ ’ 7 9, 
tired stars winked pale and forlorn, and the jon a eee ae eee 
skies were pallid and chill. The fog lay folded é 
close and white about the tawny breast of the 
great brown flood slipping swift and noiseless 
through .he low wide land, 
It was Christma; Day ! 
And as the vast sweet smile of light deep- 
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Exchange of Confidence. 
** How do you iike Mr. Hicks?” 





Kissing the Blarney Stone. 


Nora—Ah it’s a blarney ye are. 
Pat—Blarney is it, kiss it bedad.—Time. 
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Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci. 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 
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Headache, yet Carter's Lirrie Liver PILts 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they aiso correct all disorders of the stomach. 
stimulate the liver and regulate *he bowels. 
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who suffer from this et complaint; 
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'TORON1O SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Mrs. Burton’s Bravery. 


By the Author of SWEET ANNA GREYSON, Etc. 


* It will last my time—lI tell you it will last 
my time,” said Squire Hall, irately; * and, 
even if it would not, Iam not going to spend a 
lot of money on restoring the place! I have no 
son to come after me, or it might be different. 
Judith would prefer her inheritance in hard 

h.” 


“ Judith ought to have been a boy,” grumbled 
Mrs. Hall. tearfully. ‘‘ She is a disgrace to her 
sex, hunting and flying all over the country. 
She is twice as much a lord of creation as—as”’ 
the good laay checked herself in time—she hid 
been on the point of saying “‘ as you are, but 
substituted—‘‘as — brothers are.” 

Squire Hall struck the ground angrily with 
his walking-stick. Es 

“Madam,” he exclaimed, reprovingly, ‘‘do 
not talk foolishly! Judith is one of the most 
lovable of girls. What if she is a little fond of 
life and rather wild in her movements? It's 
all harmless—her heart is good enough. She’ll 
make a splendid match yet—Lord Slater is 
smitten with her. She is such a daring rider, 
you see—afraid of nothing! Last Tuesday, 
when the Dottesmore hounds were out, her 
horse took a dyke that none other dared at- 
tempt. One by one the riders took another 
route ; but Judith rode up, her cheeks like 
roses, her curis flying about her head. She 
patted Sultan caressingly and whispered a 
soothing word in his ear ; then, — er lips, 
they took the dyke as easily as if it had been 
child’s piay. She was applauded, I can tell you, 
and I was proud enough of her then.” 

“That I'll be bound you were!” answered 
Mrs. Hall. ‘You'll ruin the girl! All our 
money is to be saved for her. Our house may 
fa'l to pieces over our heads, oe and 
fences be neglected, our niggardly style of 
living be the talk of the county, but all is right 
so long as you are saving for Judith. She will 
mever scsens, 2aee “+ if he proposes—a poor 

nniless nobleman !” 
= Who says she won't?” demanded the 
Squire indignantly. 4 

** I say so,” answered his wife. 

**You? Pooh! On what authority?” 


“*My own... Judith does not care for him ;- 


and she will never marry any one she does not 
like, any more than she will do a thing she 
does not want to do!” = 

“« Fool—idiot—you talk like a silly woman ! 
shouted Squire Hall, in a passion. ‘“ Who 
asked her to like him? What has that to do 

with it? She'll be ‘my lady’ if he marries her 
—and that’s what I've scraped and toiled for. 
My money will enrich them, and—and she 
shall marry him. I'll make her! Now what 
gay you?” 

hrs. Hall was too wise to venture on further 
dissent, but she knew that nobody under the 
sun could compel Judith to act inst her own 
wishes. ‘‘ Like father, like daughter,” she 
often declared; they were two of the most 

headstrong and wayward people she knew, 
and, if one was worse than the other, it was 
Judith. If ever there should be a contest -be- 
tween them, it would be war to the knife—but 
the father would have to give way. 

“*Ay, I see you know my power,” remarked 
Mr. Hall, cooling down. ‘Judith will have 
to knock under in this.” 

The squire and his wife were out walking in 
the neglected gardens of Fyfield Hall. Turning 
an angle in the path, they met a young girl of 
some eighteen or nineteen years coming to- 
wards them. She was tall and lithe, and the 
expression of her face and the firmness of her 
tread showed that she was strong and deter- 
mined ; she held her head proudly erect, and 
yet there was an air of reckless abandonment 
about her. Rosy-cheeked and long-featured, 
she was, if not exactly pretty, far from being a 

lain girl. Health and freshness shone in her 

ce, and these, combined with a natural youth- 
ful grace, gave her an attractive appearance. 

‘“What have you got bunched up in your 
dress in that harum-scarum style?” asked 
Mrs. Hall, fretfully. 

“It’s only a chicken. The mother is a clumsy 
Dorking, and keeps knocking it down; so, 
poor thing, as its lite is valuable to itself, I am 
going to put it with Merryfeather and her 
-eleven chicks.” 

“You are such a contradiction,” murmured 
Mrs. Hall—‘tso masterful and wayward, and 
yet so simple over nothing!” 

‘““My being fearless need not render me 
theartless. Oh, father”—turning suddenly to 
‘tthe Squire—“ Sultan is lame, and I am so 
annoyed about it! I am going to see John 
Burton—they say he is somewhat of a ‘ vet.’” 

*“ Who the mischief is John Burton?” queried 
Mr. ‘Hall. 

‘“‘That new tenant of yours who has taken 
the small Croftby Farm. 

**Send Isaac for him then. It is not seemly 
for you to go over to that out-of-the-way place 
alone.” 

Judith laugned cheerily. 

“*If it were to Botany Bay or the backwoods, 


-Judith would go!” interposed Mrs. Hall. ‘‘Sne 


has more love for Sultan than she has for you 
or me!” 

“TI have as much,” retorted Judith coolly. 
“Sultan and I are inseparable; I shall never 

art with him. Father, you did open your 

eart when you gave me such a thorough- 
bred !” 

“Ay, Judy girl,” said Squire Hall, with a 
laugh, feeling well pleased, ‘‘I knew what I 
was about when I bought him for you. It was 
the best speculation that I ever went in for.” 

“Tt was,” assented Judith, unsuspiciously. 
“* But I'm off! Don’t wait dinner for me! 
shall bring John Burton back if I wait for him 
until midnight.” 

**Send Isaac, I say, Judy!” reiterated her 
father. 

**Not I! He has been twice already this 

morning, and come back each time with an 
cuaehintachoty tale. You know, if you want a 
thing done well, the best way is to do it your- 
self. 
So Judith, without waiting for further ob- 
jections, walked off to Croftby Farm. There 
had been much rain, and the mud was thick in 
the lanes; but, though she had considerable 
difficulty in making her way, she did not mind. 
In crossing a field to Mr. Burton’s small dwell- 
ing-place she saw a lamb fixed inaslough. It 
was not her business to meddle with it, and 
she might have passed on unheedingly ; but it 
was her custom to aid everything she found in 
distress. After much tugging, pulling and 
pushing, e succeeded in helping the poor 
creature ou*. 

**You did that well,” said John Burton, 
meeting her at the back-door of the farm-house, 
whither she had gone, it being the nearest. 

** Did what well?” she inquired, amazed at 
such a singular greeting. 

**I saw it myself,” he went on, nodding in 
the direction of the field, ‘‘and should have 

to it in a couple of minutes; but I’m 
aes Please come in, Miss Hall, or I shall 
have to leave you where you are—I have no 
one here to help me. You did as bravely in 
eaving that lamb as many laborers could have 
done—better than some.” 

Judith smiled ; she did not care for praise. 

‘*T want you to return to the hall with me,” 
ehe said. “Isaac has been twice, but you sent 
word that you were too busy.” 

“So Iam; I have this churning to do, a pot 
of Potatoes to boil, some swedes to——” 

“Stay!” interrupted Judith. ‘I will take 

place at the churn, and then you can 

arry on with your other work. Go back with 
me you must. My horse, which I love better 
than my life, is lame, and you must cure it. 

John Burton exerted himself on seeing 
Juadith’s energy. She worked with a will, and 
made the butter, while he performed his task 
in an incredibly short space of time, and was 
then ready to start. , 

“You would make a splendid farmer's wife,” 


he remarked ad niringly, as he locked the 
house door behind him. 

“Is this a pear tree?” she inquired evasively. 

“Tt is. It grows rather close to that back- 
window, but I haven’t the heart tocut it down 
—it bears such splendid fruit.” 

“You would very foolish to remove it 
then,” she observed. : 

They walked along quietly after this, Judith 
having no prevision of what that pear-tree 


would be the means of doing for her at a future 


time. 


‘Lord Slater has been here to see you, 
Judy,” said Squire Hall proudly, on his daugh- 
ter’s return home. ‘ He is coming again.” 

“To see me!” exclaimed Judy, in surprise. 
**He has no need to do that. Father, Sultan is 
very lame ; John Burton is glad he saw it at 
once. 

The days passed by, Sultan was cured, and 
Judith was full of gratitude to his healer. 
Lord Slater kept on calling, Judith always 
refusing to put herself out of the way to see 
him. The Squire began to feel very angry, and 
at last the bomb-shell burst. 


Smarting with the knowledge that he was 
» and anxious to secure the 


being avoided 
Squire’s — Lord Slater at last proposed. 
Had an earthquake suddenly taken place, 
Judith could not have been more surprised. 


**Is that what he has been pestering me for?” 
she exclaimed. ‘‘Oh, no, thanks—I could 
never be Lord Slater's wife! Why, he is a 


greater dolt than Isaac!” 


The Squire raved and stormed. Mrs. Hall 
cried, and besought her daughter to put an end 


to the strife. 
Lord Slater went down upon his knees and 


immovably calm. If she felt any perturbation 
rest on her brow, a 
cleared it away; a 
on to the Dallerby 

her determination not to wed Lord Slater. 


anger an 


him. 


He seemed to understand her words, snorting 
and pawing the ground in acknowledgment of 


her caress. 


The thoroughbred however was not so healthy 
and strong as he looked. Again he was taken 


ill, and this time his wind was touched. 


*‘John Burton must be sent for!” declared 


Judith. 


She did not go herself this time, because 
John had promised that, if ever his help was 
needed again, he would come directly she sent 


for him. 


“You have been very careless of your favor- 
ite,” was the candid verdict of the self-consti- 
tuted “‘ vet.” ‘‘ You have ridden him far and 
fast, and the consequence is that he has a 
violent cold? inflammation has set in, and——” 

‘*He will not die! Oh, tell me he wili not 


die!” cried Judith wildly. 
**I do not know,” replied John; “I will stay 


here and do my best. May I have Isaac to get 


hot water and bran?” 


command! Oh, Mr. Burton, save my horse at 
any cost!” 


but, if my efforts are unavailing—— You 
understand ?” 

She did, and she saw that John Burton had 
not much hope. Tears rolled down her cheeks 
—tears such as she had never shed before. 

“Tf Sultan dies,” she sobbed, ‘*I shall marry 
Lord Slater. I cannot think how he has got 
this illness, because I have always seen that he 
had a rug put over him, and have personally 
looked after his food.” 

* Don’t — said John Burton, cheerfully ; 
‘“‘and, if I can help it, you shall never marry 
Lord Slater!” 

That night the young farmer sat up with 
Sultan, giving incessant attention to his charge, 
and the result was that the horse recovered. 
Judith’s gratitude was boundless. She took 
John Burton’s hand and shook it warmly, and 
there was a strange new light in hereyes which 
no one had everseen before. Thesquire noticed 
it, as he happened to be going by, and he de- 
clared afterwards that he would not have 
“that low Burton fellow” on the premises 


again. 

**But he is not a low fellow,” said Judith 
stoutly. ‘‘ His father is a lawyer with a lot of 
sons. He could give this one only a certain 
sum to start farming with, because John Bur- 
ton insisted on being a farmer instead of fol- 
lowing the law. Several bad seasons nearl 
ruined him; and he bravely took this small 
farm, intending to work his way upwards.” 

“Don't let his face be seen on my premises 
again,” roared the squire, ‘‘whoever he may 
be! And now, Miss Hall, when are you going 
to accept Lord Slater ?”’ 

** Never, father—ten thousand times, never !” 

** You shall !”—‘‘ I vow I will not!” 

“Pll cut you off with a shilling !” 

**I wish you would, for then Lord Slater 
would soon disappear.” 

** Get out of my sight, unduiiful child, until 
you regain your senses |” 

For weeks afterwards Judith avoided her 





father ; they pees met, and never spoke to 
each other. The girl began to —~ pale under 
the misery of her situation. e squire him- 
self was struck by the fact when she sought 
his presence one day. 

“Judy has come to her right mind,” he 
thought, gladly, ‘* but it has been hard work for 
her to give in, I will repay her for the sacri- 
fice, however—she shall be a wealthy woman, 
and ‘ my lady,’ too !” 

Judith’s face was deathly pale, and she trem- 
bled violently as she began— 

‘“*T have been out riding and—and have had 
an accident.” 

The squire’s fears were aroused immediately, 
for, notwithstanding his harsh treatment, he 
dearly loved his child. 

‘“*You are not hurt?” he gasped. “Judy, 
speak quickly!” 

** Would that I were!” she replied. ‘‘ Maim- 
ing myself would have been a more satisfactory 
day’s work. No, father; in clearing a hedge 
my horse kicked John Burton, who happened, 
= to me, to be working on the other 
side.” 

**He should have kept out of the way. It 
was his fault, not yours!” declared the Squire 
his meer’ hardening. ‘Is that all you wanted 
me for?” 





“John Burton is very much hurt,” she went 
on hurriedly, ‘‘and was carried home on a 
hurdleinsensible. They cannot tell yet whether 
his head was injured. Outwardly there is no 
injury, but he is lying unconscious, Father, I 
hurt him; and I wish you to send our medical 
man, at our expense.” 

“I should think so indeed!” retorted the 
squire scornfully. ‘‘Let the fellow die—it’s 
the fate of us all some time!” 

“Then, father, if you refuse my request, I 
shall marry John Burton. He saved my Sul- 
tan’s life; and the least I can do is to nurse 
him, after I have injured him, and save his.” 

Mr. Hall laughed incredulously, which reused 
Judith’s anger. 

**I mean what I say,” she declared ; and her 
tone was so earnest that her father grew un- 
easy. 

**Do so at your peril!” he roared. “I will 
disinherit you—cut you off with a shilling, and 


“ Stay!” she interrupted, recovering her old 
courage and audacity, which had left her since 
the accident. “Cut me off with a farthing if 






























implored, butalltono purpose—Judith remained 


she never showed it, and, whenever a cloud did 
good canter on Sultan soon 

llop over the fields and 
ills, regardless of rain or 
storm, and then a swift ride home, and she 
was her fearless self again, as strong as ever in 


“T can _ up with anything, even father’s 
mother’s tears, with you, Sultan!” 


she would say, throwing her arms lovingly 
round the beautiful creature’s neck and kissing 


** Certainly—every one inthe house isat your 


“ All that can be done 1 will do—don’t fear ; 


you choose; you threatened to do so because I 
would not have Lord Siater, so I shall be no 
worse off as John’s wife than if I remain single. 
He loves me, I think; and, if I don’t love him, I 
like him fairly well. Besides, I should like to 
be a farmer’s wife ; the life would suit me.” 

An hour later Judith Hall stood by John 
Burton’s side. He was conscious but in great 
pain, and the doctor had discovered that it was 
the knee, luckily, and not the head, inat had 
been injured. 

** May I come and nurse you?” asked Judith, 
bending over him. 

“* Would you do me that honor?” he asked, a 
smile lighting up his face. 

Judith looked round the room; they were 


alone. 
**I will do more for youif you will let me. 
John, will you make me your wife?” . 

In his intense delight he would have sprung 
up from the bed, but the pain in his knee 
restrained him; and then he remembered 
that the house and its surroundings were too 
poor for her. No—he would not be selfish ; 
and so, almost groaning, he said-nobly— 

‘Thank you very much, but I cannot accept 
so great a sacrifice.” 

““Tnere is none,” she answered simply. ‘I 
wish to belong to you—I am indebted to you; 
and now, too add to my obligations, I have ac- 
cidentally maimed you. Have you forgotten” 
—with a smile—‘‘that you said I would make 
a good farmer's wife? And i believe I should.” 

** You do not mean that you will really give 
up position and fortune to be my beloved wife?” 
he asked excitedly. 

** Indeed I do,” she replied; ‘‘ but, as you can- 
not go to the church, I will ask the clergyman 
to come and marry us here. We will obtain a 
license, so that there may be as little delay as 
possible.” 

Shortly afterwards they were married. 
When Judith sent word to tell her parents of 
the fact, her father returned her a dreadful 
message, and ordered her never to darken his 
doors again. Her clothes were sent to her, 
but nothing was said about Sultan. Judith, 
however, was equal to the occasion, A stable 
was prepared for the beautiful animal, and 
-_ herself went over to Fyfield Hall to fetch 

m. r 

“You must not go near Sultan, Miss 
Judith,” said Isaac, touching his hat respect- 
fully. ‘*‘The squire’s orders were as he'd turn 
any man from the place as allowed you on the 
premises.” 

“Then get out of the way, and see nothing !” 
retorted Judith.] 

‘*But you'll take Sultan,” demurred the 


man. 

“JT will, He's mine, and I mean to have 
him ; locks, bolts, and bars will be no impedi- 
ment to me!” 

Isaac, who knew that his young mistress had 
a will of her own, thought discretion the better 
oan valor, and ambled off as quickly as he 
could. 

Judith ran into the stable, where she was 
greeted with a loud neigh from Sultan, who 
insisted on rubbing his head against her hand. 
Saddiing him herself, she sprang upon his back, 
and in a few minutes he had carried her to his 
new home. 

Judith’s ‘‘mad marriage,” as it was called, 
was the principal topic of conversation at many 
an evening party; but this did not trouble 
John Burton's wife. She would have liked to 
be on friendly terms with her parents; but she 
determined to be patient, believing that “ all 
things come to those who wait.” eanwhile 
she set to with a will and learned as much of 
farming work as she could. And it was won- 
derful what a head tor business she had. John 
found her advice invaluable, and things began 
to prosper with them. No one churned such 
good butter as Judith, and she was inundated 
with customers. By-and-bye she had to keep 
three dairy-maids, but she always sold her pro- 
duce herself. She and her horse Sultan were 
known everywhere. 

Time went on, but still Judith had never once 
spoke to her parents since her m It 
was the one drop of bitterness in a cup that 
would otherwise have been intensely sweet. It 
had long been a wonder to both her and John 
that the squire had not turned them off the 
Croftby Farm ; and, when their scock increased 
and they wished to add an adjoining piece of 
land to it, they hesitated about asking for it, 
fearing a refusal. At last, however, Judith 
arrived at a decision. 

**Go boldly and ask my father yourself, 
John,” she advised. ‘“‘We shall pay rent 
for it, like other people—why should we mind 
ye! I think he will let you have it.” 

“John Burton went rather unwillingly—in- 
deed he would not have gone on such an errand 
for — one but Judith. He came limping back 
joyfully to tell his wife the good news. 

**He says we may haveit. He considers me 
as good a tenant as he has ever bad. No, 
Judith ”—in answer to her inquiring look—“ he 
ene after you; and I did not see Mrs. 

all. 

They enlarged their house, and Judith fur- 
nished a comfortable dining-room. Oxre winter 
afternoon she was kept late in the town, wait- 
ing for one of her quarterly customers, who 
owed her a considerable sum of money. hen 
= had received this she prepared to ride 

ome. 

‘““Are you not afraid to venture or a dark 
road on such a night as this?” asked the land- 
lord, as she mounted Sultan, ‘There are 
queer tales of robbers about.” ¢ ==—— «ee 

* Not with such a faithful creature as this,” 
replied Judith, patting her horse’s neck—*‘he 
would save me,’ 

In a very lonely part of the road she passed 
two suspicious-looking characters; but she 
reached home safely, and found her husband 
sitting by the fire. 

‘** You look ill, John,” she remarked kindly. 
;: Perhaps I kept you waiting to long for your 

ea?” 

** My knee is very bad,” he replied. ‘ Judith, 
my father and George have been over.” 

**That is well. We shall be worth knowing 
now we are growing sorich. I am sorry about 
your knee though. bat shall we do about the 
money? You cannot bank it to-morrow.” 

** But you can.” 

Judith shook her head, and declared she 
should be to busy. 

Two days later was Hobbledon fair, and 
Judith’s maids had asked for a holiday. As 
they were going to friends in the town, she 
had given them permission to remain there all 
night. Dumbleton, Mr. Burton’s right-hand 
man, was also away; so it happened that 
Judith and her husbaud were left-.alone in the 
house. John required a great deal of waitin 
on, owing to the swelling in his knee; severa 
times she poultieed it; and shortly after ten 
o'clock they went to bed, he leaning on her 
shoulder and limping along heavily. 

” ve you made all the doors fast?” he 


asked. 

‘*Oh, yes!” she answered, laughing. ‘“ This 
reminds me of our first year of married life, 
John—only our two selves to take care of.” 

“Ay; but the house was smaller, and there 
was no money in it then. I wish we had put 
that cash away—it is nearly five hundred 
pounds!” 

** Where is it?” she asked. 

‘*In an old stocking under the mattress,” he 
answered, 

‘Nobody can take it from there,” she said, 
reassuring. ‘‘ We are safe enough. 

But, when she found, by her husband’s steady 
breathing, that he was asleep, she began to 
think how unprotected she was. Ifthey were 
attacked, there was no house nearer thana 
wayside inn nearly half a mile off. But no one 
would attack them. Hush! What was that? 
Were her fears rendering her nervous? There 
it was again! She sat up in bed and listened. 
Surely some one was trying to get into the 
house! And they were not very quiet about it, 
for she could hear their voices plainly. She 
crept out of bed and listened. 

*On’y a woman ; and we can soon seetle her. 
I tell ye, Mr. Burton is——” 

She did not wait to hear more, but went 
back quietly to the bed and waked John. 

** Hush—not a word |” she whispered. ‘‘There 
























































































































































































How Barnum Outwitted the Canadians, 


**Do you know why P. T. Barnum is unpop- 
ular in Canada?” asked a thea‘rical agent last 
night. ‘I will tell you. There is a heavy duty 
on posters in Canada, and the showman who 
takes a large quantity of printed matter into 
the Dominion is under an enormous expense, 
Barnum determined to avoid the exaction. He 
planned a Canadian tour for 1886, and two 
years before he sent tons of posters to Canada 
and neglected to paythe duty. The stuff laid 
in the Custcm House without being called for, 
and at last the officials decided to advertise it 
for sale at auction. Barnum sent an agent to 
the sale to buy up the show bills, and he did so 
at abargain. The secret leaked out, and that’s 
the reason the patriotic citiz2ns of Canada are 
down on Barnum.”’—Rochester Post-Express. 


are men breaking into the house. You cannot 
go for help—I must ; but first let me leave you 
safe. If we only had a pistol, you might have 
anor! but we will defeat them yet—trust to 
me!” 

Her courage was marvelous, and it revived 
John Burton's spirits, for at first he had 
groaned at his powerlessness to help. 

“Tam but a log just now with my unfortu- 
nate knee, yet-——” 

Before he could utter another word she had 
= a blanket round him, and, almost carrying 

im in her arms, was hurrying him towards a 
lumber-room. Placing him hind a lot of 
boxes ana hampers, she fetched some more 
—« and heaped it upon him. Then, 
quietly locking the lumber-room door on the 
inside, she put the key into her pocket, and, 
opening the window, peered out cautiously. 
It was the window that the pear tree sheltered, 
She neither saw nor heard any one, and the 
moon was shining brightly. Holding her 
breath, she prepared to get on to the window 
sill, John would have stopped her, but, after 
one vain attempt, he was forced to give way to 
her, knowing that her will was law to him. 

“It is our only chance of escape,” she said, in 
a low tone. ‘‘ They shail not catch me alive 
—I can run with the best.” 

John’s hand would have been a great help to 
her in her descent by the pear-tree, but she 
managed to do without it. Half-way down, | 
her heart almost misgave her, for one of the 
men came round the corner of the house to see 
that all was right ; but fortunately he did not 
look up, or he must have seen her and the open 
window. Strong as her nerves were, tha" in- 
cident disturbed her more than she could hive 
thought possible. She trembled excessively, 
and was obliged to pause for some moments. 
The grating of a “‘jemmy” sounding from the 
front of the house told her that the men were 
once more together, trying to break in; aud 
she pursued her way hurriedly. 

There was not a moment to spare. Recog- 
nizing this, and being fully aware of her dan 
ger, she stood still nevertheless for quite a 
minute after her feet were on the yround 
before she moved onwards. The noise in the 
front of the house ceasing nerved her to start 
“ her perilous journey, and she ran for her 
life, 

Abouttwenty minuteslaterJudithrust edinto 
the bar-room at the Angel Inn. A sorry ogure 
she looked, with the few clothes she had con- 
trived to throw on and a shawl over her head. 
Being fair-time, there was an unusually large 
number of men collected together. Each one 
looked up a a expecting to find 
that the woman half hidden by the shawl was 
his angry wife come to fetch him, but, when 
they found that it was Mrs. Burton, they all 
listened to what she said with the greatest 
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A Hint for the Preservation of the 
Complexion. 


If you desire Toilet Preparations that are 
PURE, and that will remove all imperfections 
from the skin, and leave it as white and smooth 
as an infant's, insist upon having 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER'S 


RECAMIER prerarations 


They are endorsed by every woman on both 
continents who make the preservation of their 
beauty a study. Notably among them are 


From Mme. Adelina Patti-Nicolini. 
Craia-y-Nos Castie, Oct. 13, 1887. 


My Dear Mrs. Ayer—There never has been 
anything equal in merit to the Recamier Prep- 
arations ; my skin is so immensely improved 
by their use. I need not dread old age while 
these magic inventions of yours exist. I use 
Cream Balm and Lotion every day of my life 
and could not exist comfortably without them. 
Recamier Soap is also perfect. I shall never 
use any other. It far surpasses all toilet soaps. 
I hear that the Princess of Wales is de‘ighted 
with the Recamier Pre tions. I am con- 
vinced your Recamier Preparations are the 

atest boon ever invented. I could not com- 
ortably endure a day without them. 
ADELINA PATTI-NICOLINI. 


And equally strong endorsements from 
CLARA LOUISE KELLOGG, 


respect. 

"Breaking into your house? Audacious rob- 
bers!” ejaculated the landlord, ‘‘ But where 
is Sultan, Mrs. Burton? He would have been 
invaluable now.” 

**T dared not wait to bring him,” she said. 
‘* Hurry, please, or my husband may be mur- 
dered and the money taken !” 

‘© You should not have left the cash,” observed 
one man. ‘ But see—there is a dog-cart driv- 
ing off to your assistance, and the men that 
can't ride will walk. How are you going, 
ma’am? Will you follow or stay here?” 

She was about to declare her intention of 
walking too, when a gentleman came forward 
and said : 

‘IT am driving that way, and can give you a 
—_ in my carriage ;” so she accep his kind 
offer. 

By the time she reached the farmhouse again 
the men were captured, with the money on 
them. They were tried at the next assizes and 
received long sentences, both proving to be des- 
perate villains whom the police had been 
searching for. 

Syuire Hall was so elated at his daughter's 
bravery that he walked over to the farm the 
next day, and became reconciled to Judith and 
her husband—indeed he would have made them 
return with him to Fyfield House but that 
John’s knee was so much worse that they pre- 
ferred postponing their visit for a few days. 

“I do not know, Judith, that you have not 
done better in taking yourown way and accept- 
ing John Burton,” observe the squire; ‘‘ but I 
have suffered no end of misery tor my pig- 
headedness in the matter, and so has your 
mother.” 

** Ah,” exclaimed Judith, ‘“‘and I also have 
suffered? my will was too strong; I ought to 
have coaxed you more. Tet us learn a lesson 
from it, and try to be more patient and fore- 
bearing in the future. I am truly thankful for 
last night’s incident if it has reconciled us 
again. Now, father, stay and have a pipe with 
John while I run home and see mother. 

Squire Hall accepted the invitation; and, 
when Judith returned with Mrs, Hall, it 
pleased her atly to see how well the father 
and his son-in-law were getting on together. 

** Your husband is a cousin to the Burtons of 
Corby, I learn, Judith,” said Mr. Hall proudly 
—*some of our grandest neighbors. Who 
would have thought it?” 

**And he is not an impecunious nobleman, 
like Lord Slater, going through the Bankruptcy 
Court,” whispered Judith. 

** No, indeed !” returned the Squire. ‘‘It isa 
great comfort to me to know that in leaving my 
money to Judith it will not be made ducks and 
drakes of.” 

** We shall want no money,” spoke up John 
Burton proudly. ‘* Through my noble wife’s 
industry and good management we are inde- 
pendent, and through her undaunted courage 
we are now a happy family. My wife’s good 
health! Three cheers for rs. Burton’s 
er 1” 

The Squire joined in the toast, and added : 

‘““A little more money never comes amiss— 
does it, mother?—and Judith of course will 
have all that is ours. Meanwhile here is suc- 
cess to John Burton, &nd through him to our 
darling child!” 


FANNY DAVENPORT, 
HELEN MODJESKA, 
MRS, JAS. BROWN POTTER, 
and many others. 
What the Recamier Preparations are and why 
they are to be used. . 

Recamier Cream, which is first of these world 
famous prepauasions, is made from the reci 
used by Julie Recamier. It is not a cosmetic, 
but an emollient to be applied at night just be- 
fore retiring, and to be removed in the morn- 
ing by bathing freely. It will remove tan and 
sunburn, pimples, red spot or blotches, and 
make your face and hands as smooth, as white 
and as soft as an infant’s. 

Recamier Balm isa beautifier,pureand simple. 
It is not a whitewash, and eniies most liquids, 
Recamier Balm is exceedingly beneficial and is 
absolutely imperceptible, except in the delicate 
freshness and youthfulness which it imparts to 
the skin. 

Recamier Lotion will remove freckles and 
moth patches; is soothing and efficacious for 
any irritation of the cuticle, and is the most 
delightful of washes for removing the dust 
from the face after traveling, and is also inval- 
uable to gentlemen to be used after shaving. 

mier Powder is in three shades, white, 
flesh and cream. It is the finest powder ever 
manufactured, and is delightful in the nursery, 
for gentiemen after shaving and for the toilet 
generally. 

Recamier Soap is a perfectly pure article, 
guaranteed free from animal fat. This soa 
contains many of the healing ingredients naan 
in compounding Recamier Cream and Lotion. 

The Recamier Toilet Preparations are posi- 
tively free trom all injurious ingredients, and 
contains neither Lead, Bismuth or Arsenic, 
as attested to after a searching analysis by 
such eminent scientists as 


Henry A, Mort, Ph. D., LL. D., 
Member of the London, Paris, Berlin and Ameri- 
can Chemical Societies. 


Txos, B, STILLMAN, M., Sc., Ph. D., 
Professor of Chemistry of the Stevens Institute 
of Technology. 
PETER T, AusTEN, Ph. D., F. C. S., 
Professor of General and Applied Chemistry, 
Rutgers College and New Jecmer State Scien- 
tific School, 


If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him order 
for you, or order yourself from the Canadian 
office of the Recamier Manufacturing Company, 
374 and 376 St. Paul street, Montreal. For sale 
in Canada at our regular New York prices: 
Recamier Cream, $1.50 ; Recamier Balm, $1.50; 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1.50; Re- 
camier gs scented, 50c.; unscented, 25c; 
Recamier Powder, large boxes, $1.00. Small 
boxes, 50c, 








TO BE HAD AT 


Dan Taylor & Co.’s 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 
Recamier Cream 
Recamier Balm 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion 
Recamier Soaps 
Recamier Powders 


SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS 
Hair Grower and Hair and Sealp Cleaner 


ARCADE PHARMACY, 138 YONGE STREET 
‘ TELEPHONE 110& 





Macbeth (adapted)--I have a strange infir- 
mity. . 
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Nace. 


BY ELIZABETH BISLAND. 
“Nace ef eet Yo’ git dat pan, en go git 





me chips fer dish yer fiah, boy.” Silence. 
™ Yo heah me, niggah?” 
No answer. 


** Yo’ take yo’ han’s outen dat dough, boy, en 
it me dem chips ’fo’ 1 bus’ yer wide. Yo’ 
Beah me talkin’ ter yer?” 

This with growing asperity, and Aunt Patsey 
began to wipe her hands on her apron, and 
glance about inquiringly for a handy bit of 
shingle. Nace was learned in times and sea- 
sons. He knew the exact point to which 
obedience might be deferred, and the important 
moment when it became the better part of 
valor. Slouching sulkily over to the big 
stove, he pulled out from under it the 
battered, rusty, old milk-pan that served as a 
chip basket, and crawled reluctantly away, 
licking his little pink-lined black paws that 
were yellow and sticky with cake dough. His 
heart was filled with che impotent wrath of 
balked desire, and as he dragged his heels 
along the ground toward the wood-pile, he 
mumbled anathemas to himself upon his ma- 
ternal parent, in which the only articulate 


* statement that a conveyed the impres- 
ere 


sion that he cons er to have reached a 
point of meanness that no ‘‘ol’ yaller hound” 
of the most abject description could ever hope 
to rival. He felt it was very hard to be sent 
for chi ust when Miss Jane had given him 
the cake bowl to scrape. A melancholy inti- 
macy with his mother’s eccentricities made 
him reasonably sure that she would have 
dashed hot water into the bowl before his 
return, and have spoiled all those delectable 
mouthfuls he was thriftily reserving for the 


last. 

Miss Jane’s kitchen was a pleasant place at 
Christmas time. It was connected with the 
house by along covered passageway; it was 
long and low, with a brick floor, and dim mys- 
terious shadows amid the rafters where 
bunches of herbs and strings of red peppers 
hung, and above which yawned the lofty 
pointed roof, black with the smoke of the baked 
meats of the many generations of Throckmor- 
tons. Time had softened the tint of the white- 
washed walls to a dull and pleasing yellow, in- 
terspersed here and there with a red gleam of 
an exposed brick where Aunt Patsey was wont 
to casually sharpen the kitchen knives—shirra! 
shirra!—back and forth, A tall dresser glit- 
tered with. tin and in the cool dark pool of the 
brass-bound cedar bucket swam a _ crook- 
handled drinking gourd. The deep windows 
looked out on a green slope shaded with China 
trees, which cast vibrant, lace leaved shadows 
in spring, loaded the air with intolerable sweet- 
ness at blossom time, furnished Nace with 
ammunition for his pop-gun with their hard 
green bullets in summer, and in winter reduced 
into intoxication with their ripened fruit those 
erstwhile prohibitionists the robins. At the 
foot of the slope was the wood-pile where Nace 
went for chi Besides the stove there was a 
great open fireplace with a crane, where soup 
pots bubbied, potatoes roasted, and where at 
this moment a Dutch oven stood on the hearth 
in which the Christmas cake was baking, and 
whose top Nace himself had heaped with live 
coals, 

For weeks the kitchen had been suffused with 
warm, spicy odors, arising from the cakes and 
comfits Miss Jane and Aunt Patsey were pre- 

aring for the usual Christmas goaherng of the 
Throckmorton clan, and the return of the boys 
from school. Nace had made up his mind not 
to be naughty once during the entire holidays. 
In anticipation of the infinite delights of hav- 
ing Marse Torm and Marse Chawley home 
again, he had sat up night after night in the 
leaping firelight of Aunt Patsey’s cabin, busily 
fashioning for their benefit a red bird trap, 
which was to be a triumph of art, but which 
had a most disheartening way of falling to 
pieces just as it reached completion. He had 
given his small help in the cooking too, 
watching over the currants drying in the 
sun, and with a clean apron tied under his 
chin, and his hands diligently scoured with 
brown soap, had sliced citron for the great 
cake, -_s aoe — man bd 
pastry and sugar, an e privilege of scraping 
the cake bow], had fallen to his share. An 
excess of cake dough, however, is not con- 
ducive to virtue, and the African sunniness 
of his temper was suffering eclipse. He 
was fast reaching that point where his mother 
was wont to darkly confide to her pots and 
pans, but loud enough for him to hear, that 
‘Dat boy wuz des sufferin’ fer a good killin’ 
beatin’, and wuts mo’, he wuz gwine ter get 
it.” And would add, warningly, ‘‘ Yo’ better 
mind, Nace! I'm gwine ter have a switch off'n 
der tree fer you ‘fo’ night.” Then the dark 
clouds would settle down and overshadow 
him; there would be thunder and lightning 
and a rain of tears from a little crumpled, sob- 
bing heap of darky in some dim corner of the 
kitchen ; from which he would finally emerge 
brighter than ever, going wer. for chips, 
slapping his small bare feet on the dampearth, 
banging the old tin pan against his legs, and 
sweetly singing, with sharp pauses and deep 
accentuations, one of his favorite songs: 

‘* Er never—wuz yet—er boy—or man, 

eo er kettle —er dish—or er pan 

‘e—rattle! Te—rattle ! 
Che—bang! Che—bang!” 

The signification of which was dark to all save 
himself. But to-day no melody cheered his 
lonely way to the wood-pile. He slammed the 
pan down on the chips, and sat down himself 
on the old knotted log which no one could split, 
but which he himself was given to hacking 
hopefully and futilely at intervals during 
special expositions of industry and usefulness. 

‘**Er ain’ gwine ter git no chips,” he mumbled, 
crossly, kicking his heels about. ‘‘ Um tiah'd 
er gittin’ chips; er gits chips bout forty ‘leven 
times ev’y single day, en er ain’ goin’ ter git nare 
‘nother one—so dah! En maw kin beat clean 
twell she gits ti’ed, en den er ain’ gwine ter git 
nare ‘nother — 

He asserted this with the reckless emphasis 
of present impunity ; but as he meditated upon 
the reasonable certainty of the defied infliction, 
his ea swelled with bitter and impotent 
wrath, 

* Er don’ care. Maw’s meaner'n er ol’ yaller 
dawg. She's er ol’ brin’le mule, She's er ol’ 
one-leggea elerfunt!"—with impassioned culmi- 
nation of invective. 

Just at this moment there was a rustle in 
the wood-pile. It might be a wren; it might 
even be a ground-squirrel. Nace had a theory 
that by an exquisite excess of caution and de- 
liberation he would one day wound and capture 
one of these denizens of the wood pile. e fell 
on his knees, and peered carefully in the dark, 
Sweet-scented depths of the rough heaped logs. 
Then he felt silently about for a big chip, 
poised it with elaborate pains, and flung it 
strenuously. There was a whisk of a striped 
tail, and an instant later only a solitary little 
negro occupied the wood-pile. The next object 
that caught his attention was a flexible green 
branch still adhering to a log. 
wi Lawdy ! wouldn’ dish yer make er nice 

hips were the idols of his youthful affec- 
tions, Sometimes when he was very good 
Uncle Huff, the coachman, permitted him to 
poe the lash of his long plaited rawhide. When 

© grew older he was to have a similar one of 
his own; but meantime he was obliged to con- 
tent himself with surreptitiously breaking the 
longest withes from Miss Jane’s banksia rose 
bushes, and digging cane roots in the woods. 

‘*Shucks take dis old w’ip! Er can’ break it 
off nohow. You better come off here, w’ip 
kase I des gwine ter n’ gnaw yer off ef x don 
come. Er wish er hed er knife ter cut dish yer 
pleg tek-it ol’ w'ip, Miss Jane say she gwine 
ter gimme er knife Chrismus—— ” 

At this moment the branch, frayed by being 
wrung round and round, ted suddenly. 
Nace turned a back somersault and rolled over 
on the chips, filling his sunburned wool with 
fragments of wood and moss. Coming right 
side up with care, he paused to listen. 

Dah! year dat ! t’s de Natchez w’istlin’ 
fer Davis’ Bend. I’m gwine down @’ river ter 






























rock in her waves. Er ain’ gwine ter pick up 
no chips,” 


little figure clad in blue cottonade, with a blue | exhausted with his cries and tears. 
check apron buttoned around his neck by one 


were heavy upon him, but he brightened up 


high-stepping, thorough bred canter that lasted | again; and evening darkened down. 
all the way to the river's side. 


fringed with young willows. The old skiff | barking = from the distant Jand. At lon 

floated at the foot of the bank tied to a stake, | intervals a light gleamed from the banks, an 

and Nacescrambled in to enjoy its wild tossing | at times black birds flapped heavily across 

spo the waves made by the steamer’s paddles, | from shore to shore; and, under all, the low 
seen apace astride one of the seats, and | whisper of the flowing of great waters. 

wa or it. 

““W’y don’t yer come erlong, ol’ steam-boat? | at the planet worlds above him, thinking— 
Um waiten on yer. Lawdy! look et dat craw- 
fish! How dis yer dade crawfish came year, 
yer s’pose? I spec’ Sammy been lef’ it yeer 
when he’s fishin’ las’ Sa’'day. Humph—umph|! 
don’ it smell ba-a-ad,” and dangling it by one 
long antenna, he threw it in the river. Rock. 
ing the boat by his own motion, and holding 
tight to the seat, he began again. 

‘*Er wish Chrismus wuz year. Um gwine 
ter hang up my stockin’ ter night, same’s ther 
white chillun. Miss Jane say I mus’. En 
Santy Claw gwine put sumpin’ en it. Er wish 
he’d gimme er gun, en er owinge, en er w’ip, en 
er knife, en er appul, en ’bout forty ‘leven hun- 
dred dollars, so’s I could buy me some candy. 
Dat boat mos’ year. Oo! oo! kerchoo! kerchvo!” 

He paused & moment for contemplation, and 
then resumed the thread of his reflections. His 
thoughts had taken a new tack. 

“T heard Unk Huff tellin’ Aunt Liny’s Mandy 
er Chrismus story last night. He say: ‘One 
time dere’s er little boy live all ‘lone en der big 
woods; en Chrismus mawning’ er gre’t big 
wolf come knock at de do’—blam! blam! En 
when de little boy open de do’, de wolf says: 
**Chrismus gif,’ little boy,” en et him all up!’ | 
Dat’s w'at Unk Huff say.” 

The boat had swung around the Bend now 
into full sight, but Nace was under the spell of 
his own fascinating eloquence, and only half 

rded her. 

** Unk Huff done seen sperits,” he remarked, 
by way of eens his versatility and powers 
of conversational resource. ‘*‘ Er wish | could 
see = nai Maw say er wuz bo'n wid er caul, 
en folks wut’s bo’n wid er caul kin always see 
um ; but Lain’ never seed none. Dey’sall white 
en thin, en yerkin seerightspangthooum. Ef 
you’s good, dey don’t hurt yer ; but ef yer's bad, 
de devil gits yer, en der sperits carries yer right 
off. Miss Jane say dere’s white angels too what 
waits on Jesus. When Jesus tell um ter do 
sumpin n’er dey goes right straight en does it. 
Dey come down in der night en kep’ er singin’ 
ter der folks, ‘Jesus done bo’n! Jesus done 
bo’n!’ En Miss Jane say dat’s why she gwinc 
ter gimme er knife fer er Chrismus gif.” 

The big white steamboat was opposite him 
now, and his attention was directed from his 
theological researches. It was floating like a 

at — - the river's —— _— 
ng with tke stertorous breath of its upwar whatever cause arising, 
progress. it ploughed nearer the Throckmor- and B Discases. Eelbchenest Totter ae 
ton’s shore, and from her wake rushed the ~* ™a,and kindred ailments. It is guaranteed 
wild foaming waves, tossing the skiff high. e eee ‘Cure in all diseases for which it 

‘** Hooray !" shouted Nace, in delighted ter- be refunded. Sola by drug _ — 
ror. The skiff rushed forward and dug its | : Bests. 
nose into the bank, then dragged violently out- Copyright, 1888, by WORLD’s Dis. MED, A88’N. 
ward, nases oy a ne au res | ie 
waters softened the earth around the stake, | DR. SACE’ 
and after the fashion of Mississipi banks, it cures the warn ee ae ae, Ramey 
c ed, crumbled, and caved off, carrying the standing. 50 cents, by druggists. 
oe it and a the —_ —~ = j 

y currents = t at it gleefully an 
swirled it out into mid-stream. Nace hardly 
of danger penetrat ut slowly his thick little . 
skull. He clung tothe seat and stared about rat The cae ee, sr 
wildly, but when the banks .ru-hed swiftly ra latest style ne made 
away from him and left him to his fate, he be- 
gan to whimper a little, like a young puppy de- 
serted by its mother. 

The steamer labored on up the river, and the 
skiff with its slight burden drifted lightly 
downward onthe swift current. The familiar 
Throckmorton landing began to get .mixed as 
to details—to grow indistinct—and then. the 
great brown river curved itself like a serpent, 
and Davis’ Bend was here instead of ‘‘ Miss 
Jane's.” 

Nace, in the very abandonment of terror, shut 
bis eyes and roared, “‘Oh, mammy? mammy !” 
returning instinctively to the terms of his 
babyheod. But who was to hear a little darky 
crying in the midst of the great Mississippi? 
The river's mile of width seemed to him an 
ocean, and he lost and alone upon it, On and 
on the boat skimmed lightly, swayed at times 
from side to side by unexpected whirlpools and 
eddies. The little yellow ripples ran along the 
red banks and gnawed at the shore until bits 
of earth fell with a tiny splash, and were 
swiftly swept away to the other side, where 
low bars were forming, at which the land 
snatched greedily, binding with the firm roots 
of grasses and willows the gifts of the robber ta 
river. Lower down, thers and ot ows - ee. 
versed, the river busy forever building an 
tearing down, and taking no note of one smail , CORTICELLI S| LK CO. 
skiff drifting loosely on its wide expanse. ST, JOHN'S, P. @. 


HE MARCHED WITH SHERMAN 
TO THE SEA; 


Tru all the way on foot, over mountain 
and through morass, carryin knapsack and 
gun, slept on brush heaps to keep out of the 
mu * oust cold, from the effects of which 
his frien thought he would never recover. 
Lingering with slow consumption for many 
years, he saw Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis- 
covery advertised in a countr newspaper, 
and he determined to try it. x few bottles 
worked a change; six months’ continued use 
cured him. Always too independent to ask 
his country for a peaen, he now says he 
needs none. He helped save his country, he 
saved himself! Consumption is Lung-scrof- 
ula. For scrofula, in all its myriad forms, the 

Discovery”’ is an unequaled remedy. It 
cleanses the system of all blood-taints from 
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An Old Family. 





gentleman I' saw speaking to you in the ball-room, 


oes he belong to? 
The Reptilia. 


Mr. Ibson—That was a vere distin 


Miss De Veux. What ae 
Miss De Veux (cuttingly 


The sun began to sink in the west, and the 
distant shores grew misty and purple. Nace 
He started off hastily down the path, an odd | lay curled in the bottom of the boat, weak and 


“Oh, Lawdy! Oh, mammy! Oh, Jesus!” 
large white horn button. Just at first his sins | he cried still, in tired, despairing whispers. 
There was no one to answer. The sun sank 
under the influence of the warmth and sweei- | behind the dim blue horizon of woods, A few 
ness of the December day, touched himself up | keen stars pricked through the deepening dusk, 
sharply on the legs with his whip, clucked to | and the river wind grew chilly with night. 
himself, and thus encouraged broke into a very | Nace slept from exhaustion, wakened, and s 2 

The 


heavens glittered and palpitated with the 


The bank rose several feet above the river on | sidereal splendors of a Southern night. In the 
his side ; on the other a wide bar had formed, | cool silence came at times faint echoes of a 


Nace laid his head on the seat and gazed up 















































strange, ignorant gropings of a little negro | ened through the world, and the morning wind 
soul alone for the first time in the great void of | whirled the fog away in long shreds up 
nature. All his life had been that of a tiny | through the blue, Nace thought it a cloud of 
chicken under its mother’s wing, never stray- | those white angels who had watched the world 
ing beyond sound of her voice. tenderly on Christ's birthnight, and now 
‘I ain’ gwine ter hang up my stockin’ ter- | flew upward in light to sing endless praise and 
night, en I ain’ gwine ter pit no Chrismus pres- | glory to God for the peace and -will upon 
en's, ner nuthin’.” he wailed ; ‘en I'm so hun- | eart He had seen “‘sperits” at last, but 
ary!” And he began to recall his usual corn- | they gave him joy and courage, so that when 
bread supper and his favorite ditty : the upward-bound steamer found him and 
** Gimme piece er meat, carried him ‘home, he burst into the kitchen, 
En gimme piece er brade, where Aunt Patsy was dropping tears among 
Gimme piece er hoe-cake— the batter cakes, as she fried them, and cried : 
re I'm almos’ dade. ‘**Chrismus gif’, maw! Merry Chrismus!” 
M iss Jane say Jesus tek keer er people. Er His vague strivings alone on the river would 
wish he'd tek keer er me, en tek me home ter | seem not to have n in vain, for after em- 
mammy,” breaking down in bitter despair and | braces and explanations were done, he got 
wretchedness. ‘ Miss Jane say Jesus suttenly | down upon his knees and hauled out from 
tek keer er people ef dey’s good”—a sudden under the stove the oid battered tin pan. 
qualm as to his past came over him, and he “I’m gwine ter git yer some chips, maw !”— 
— his face down, away from the accusing | Harper's Bazar. 
stars, 

What vague, intangible wrestlings with the 
small sins and temptations of his life took 
— in that little semi-barbarian’s heart be- 
— — again, ne ved sen say? pe ne he 
awoke, cold and stiff, night’s last deep slumbers ** He behaves like a bear.” 
were troubled with dreams of day. The few “ , ] Oi) 
tired stars --inked pale and forlorn, and the Henn, a a oe! 
skies were pallid and chill. The fog lay folded . 
close and white about the tawny breast of the 
great brown flood clipping swift and noiseless 
through che low wide land. 

It was Christma; Day ! 

And as the vast sweet smile of light deep- 
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Exchange of Confidence. 
** How do you like Mr. Hicks?” 





Kissing the Blarney Stone. 


Nora—Ah it’s a blarney ye are. 
Pat— Blarney is it, kiss it bedad.— Time. 
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Weather. 


It seems to be the proper thing just now to 
write articles on the above subject, seeing that 
the weather department appears to be dispens- 
ing such weather in various parts of this con- 
tinent that people are beginning to wonder 
The meteorologi- 
cal department talks of “areas of pressure” 
and ‘‘storm centres” and various other mys- 
terious things more or less unintelligible to 
the ordinary citizen, but cannot account for the 
lack of the beautiful snow. The iceman isin 
despair, for his seed timeand harvest cometh not, 
In his desperation he is in danger of becoming 
He would like to annex 
a slice of Greenland and bring it down to To- 
ronto. The plumber has not yet had his revenge 
on the funny man who made jokes about him 
The tinkle of the melodious 
sleigh-bell is silent, and the fair young Cana- 
dian belle looks out and far away at the 
mists that hover on the bosom of the 
bay as if they were paid for it, and she sighs 
for the spanking steeds and the snowy road and 
the frosty air that brings the roses to her 
cheek and the light to her eye. She longs for the 
rushing toboggan and the glistening ice and 
all the other delightful things we usually have 
The small boy’s skates that he 
got at Christmas have become pretty rusty and 
his sleigh would have followed suit only that 
he discovered it slipped very well on mud, 
The pyrveyor of fur goods is metaphorically 
No one is buying them 
They are do- 
ing very well and are reasonably happy. So 
also is the Toronto Street Railway Company 
and the householder, neither of whom have 
So also 


what next they may expect. 


an annexationist- 


all last summer. 


in winter time. 


tearing his hair. 
but doctors and druggists. 


So also are the poor. 
are not the coal autocrats. Not in Canada 
alone has the weather been eccentric. Down 
south the strawberries are ripening a month 
ahead of time. From far away California, that 
**land of the cedar and vine, where the flowers 
ever blossom and the beams ever shine,” a sub- 
scriber of SATURDAY Niv HT sends a descrip- 
tion of winter weather that makes a genuine 
Canadian’s blood tingle in his veins to read. 


Here it is: 
NortH BLOOMFIELD, Cal., Jan. 14. 


DEAR Srir,—I am stationed at the above 
named place, which is situated in the Sierra 
Nevada mountains, at an altitude of 3,100 feet. 
We have five feet of snow on the level right in 
town, and on the ridge, twelve miles above 
here, ata village called Graniteville, they say it 
is eighteen feet deep. This is the heautiful 
“California climate” that you read about. 
Our only winter sport is snow-shoeing with 
Norwegian snow-shoes, some pairs of which 
are fourteen feet long, made something like a 
toboggan, but range from two and one-half to 
three and one-fourth inches wide. Experts 
with these shoes make remarkable speed and 
travel almost any place onthem. The speed 
attained on a steep mountain side would make 
a toboggan ashamed of itself. In summer the 
couatry gets fairly burned up and the dust 
gets nearly as deep as the snow is in winter. 
Spring is the pretty season, and one can drive 
with a degree of pleasure and enjoy the wild 
scenery of this section. Notwitnstanding all 
that is and has been said about the ‘‘ Golden 
Srate,” lauding it to the skies, I would much 
prefer living in Toronto or in Canada some 
place, could my interests be transported there. 

FRED A. JOHNSON. 

When things are upset in this way can it be 
wondered that we are afflicted with strange 
epidemics? But Boreas ard Jack Frost may 
soon be reinstated in all their regal majesty 
and power, and perhaps before this is in the 
reader’s hands the mercury will be in the cellar 


and still trying to creep into itself. 


snow to shovel. 





Music. 

A very enjoyable concert, though but poorly 
attended, was given as part of the Y.M.C.A. 
course in Association Hall on Tuesday even- 
ing. A novelty of decided interest was the 
guitar and mandolin duett by Messrs, Levian 
and Parkes, who really played most delight- 
fully, and whom it wili be very pleasant to 
hear again. Miss Alice Waltz sang several 
songs in very effective style, her fine, full 
voice showing to advantage in the large room. 
Mrs. B. R. Nicholson also was very happy in 
he: renditions, and is a welcome reinforcement 
of our local resources. Messrs. Garrie and 
€oats contributed largely to a pleasant even- 
ing, but why was not the Attila trio sufficiently 


rehearsed ? = 


On Tuesday evening next the young men of 
the Toronto Bicycle Club will give an enter- 
tainment at the Academy of Music at which 
we shall hear Miss Clara E. Barnes of Buffalo, 
Mr. Whitney Mockridge of Chicago and Mr. 
H. L. Clarke of our own city. Besides the 
musical features, some novelties in the shape 
of bicycle tableaux will be shown, arranged by 
Mr. Beil-Smith and Mr. Fraser Bryce. 

The January number of the Musical Journal 
is at hand, and is more than ordinarily good, 
being newsy and interesting. Mrs. Eva York 
has evidently caught the manner and is hand- 
ling het little paper in good style. 

* 


Among the new ventures spoken of in the 
city is a new brass band, to be known as Clax- 
ton’s, whose performers shall be able to resolve 
themselves into an orchestra, a combination 
that will make them available for a great 
variety of entertainments. 


The following correspondence has reached 
me concerning the College of Organists : 
Dzar S1r,—In response to the request for 
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letters regarding the College of Organists, I 
wish to say a very few words. 

A number of our ablest organists wished to 
start a College of Organists ; and, in order to 

t diplomas, it was needful to,have a Coun- 
cil and College of Fellows to grant them. To 
use achurch parailel, it was out of the ques- 
tion tor a musical layman to consecrate a musi- 
cal bishop. Therefore a strict enquiry was held 
as to the ability of the organists on the list, 
and some twenty were singled out and made 
fellows, with the governing power in their 
hands. 

This enquiry was not like a school examina- 
tion, but was partly based upon the fame of 
the men, and the knowledge their professional 
brethren had of them—and who ought to know 
better tnan they? It was telt that it would be 
absurd with men hke Dr, Davies and Mr, F. 
H. Torrington, toset them down to a table like 
school-boys, and proceed to anxiously query 
whether they were or were not good organists! 
And if they were free, why examine the others? 
Perhaps some of our critics would like to 
examine our examiner ! 

And so, following in the steps of the English 
College, a number of Foundation Fellows were 
elected. Ar the same time the power of using 
the letters F, C. O. (Canada) was given them in 
order to stimulate young and rising organists 
to acquire, OF examination, the right to use a 
like title. ‘This has been wilfully misunder- 
stood. The fact is that such use is a compli- 
ment to the College, rather than to the men. 
In truth the only genuine titles to public es- 
teem are these—the talent and ability to win a 
position, and the energy and tact to keep it. 

The College has been greatly biessed in hav- 
ing Mr. A. S. Vogt for its secretary. It is 
chiefly owing to his firmness, fairness and 
business ability that the foundation can show 
a roll of names that no country in the world 
need blush to own—excepting, of course, the 
writer's. 

I trust I have not been personal? Far be it 
from me to belittle such ornaments to the 
profession as Metronome and his friend, Mr. 
Arthur Fisher. Yours very truly, 

TORONTO. T. C. JEFFERS, 

Organist, Central Methodist Courch. 


DEAR METRONOME,— Will you kindly grant a 
little of your valuable space to one, who if only 
an amateur, is still a lover of both music and 
fair play. Some time ago I was much inter- 
ested in a letter which appeared in SATURDAY 
Nieut. It was written by Mr, Arthur K#. Fisher 
upon the subject of forming a College of Organ- 
ists in Canada; his views were so broad and 
well defined that even an amateur like myself 
could see at once that he had at heart the 
musical welfarc of Canada, and acoliege formed 
upon such a basis would indeed be a credit to 
our country, and one that every conscientious 
musician would feel it an honor to be associated 
with. I am therefore much surprised at the 
contents of the letrers published in your 
last number, one written by Mr. F. Tor- 
rington, the other by a Mr. Vogt. Both 
of these gentlemen appear to be very 
envious of Mr. Fisher being an A. C. O. 
England, but would it not be more dignified of 
them to endeavor to win for themselves the 
same distinction, instead of foolishly attempt- 
ing to make little of titles which they do not 
possess and which after all may be found to be 
quite beyond their reach. Mr. Torrington lays 
great stress upon people holding the position 
of organist anywhere and I may add anyhow, 
As it is a well-known fact that a great number 
of them retain their positions simply by re- 
maining passive in the hanas of those who 
engage them, doing as they are told and in fact 
allowing themselves to be tossed about like an 
india rubber ball, this I grant proves them to 
be most amiable and‘docile persons, but I fail to 
see that it is any test whatever of their munsic- 
ianship. Farr Piay. 

YortT Hope. 





































DEAR Si1r,—Before withdrawing trom a con- 
troversy, which was precipitated by the hostile 
attitude, and in some instances positive mis- 
statements of the critics of the C. O. (Canada), 
I desire, briefly, to make a few comments re- 
lative to the matter, leaving to others who 
may feel so disposed, the pleasure of continuing 
the discussion. 

{ may state that personally I have no objec- 
tions to offer if our critics desire to induige in 
the exhilarating pastime of *‘ throwing pebbles 
at a fortress,” more especially since, as in this 
case, it reveals the strenxzth of our position, 
supplies us with a gratuitous advertisement 
and furnishes amusement to the _ public, 
who, no doubt have been entertained by the 
edifying spectacle presented by a _ whole- 
sale trailing-in-the-dust of musical titles and 
distinctions as witnessed in the columns of 
recent issues of the widely-circulated SatuR- 
pay NIeHT. 

As regards Mr. Fisher's comments of last 
week, a careful and dispassionate perusal of 
my letter of the 6"h inst. must convince him 
that I showed no disposition to “‘avoid the 
main issue,” since both his statements and 
misstatements were fairly and squarely met 
at every point. The fact that Mr. Fisher claims 
to have discovered a “point” in his favor in 
what is a direct contradiction of a positive mis- 
statement which occurred in his first letter, is 
sufficient evidence that he has gained small 
comforc from the discussion of the ‘*‘ main 
issue.” 

In conclusion I would say that I will be 
pleased at all times to furnish parties desirous 
of discussing the question (whether pro or 
con) with facts concerning the organization of 
the C O. (Canada). 

Our critics, by relying upon other sources 
of information than that supplied by their own 
imaginations, might thus’spare themselves the 
awkward positions in which they been found 
as regards certain features of this controversy. 

Sincerely yours, 
A. S. Voer, 
TORONTO. Sec.-Treas. C.O. (Can). 


P. S.—I might add, since Metronome seems 
to feel that a publication of the complete list 
of Honorary Fellows of the College might shed 
further light on the subject, that the names 
omitted in the partial list furnished by Mr. 
Torrington are those of Mrs. H. M. Blizht of 
Toronto and Messrs. L. A. Maffre and E. A. 
Hilton of Montreal. A.S V. 

METRONOME. 








The Drama. 


When Mr. Joseph Haworth was making his 
little speech before the curtain at the Grand 
Opera House, on Monday night of last week, he 
said he saw—presumably in the small-sized 
audience—that la grippe had not yet left To- 
ronto. Had he been able to look into theGrand 
on Thursday evening, at the opening perform- 
ance of Rosina Vokes, he would have con- 
cluded that the epidemic had either departed 
very suddenly or that the attraction of 
Vokes and her company for our citizens had 
overcome the monster. The value ot the 
“bubble reputation” was most markedly 
displayed in the increased size of the 
audience. Mr. Haworth’s excellent play 
and excellent acting were not recognized 
as they deserve to be because they were 
both comparatively unknown here. Rosina 
Vokes is a household name in Toronto, 
and her annual visit one of the events we wait 
for. It is strange, considering the large meas- 
ure of popularity accorded to the form of enter- 
tainment given by Rosina Vokes, that so few 
should attempt to follow in her foot-steps. The 
contrary is the rule in theatrical work. When 
a thing is a success it is taken up by count- 
less imitators who merely vary it sufficiently 
to evade the copyright law. The light one-act 
comedies she makes use of are in perfect har- 
mony with the spirit of American humor, 





which ruas to brevity and snap rather than to 
length and finished polish. An evening per- 
formance of three sparkling comediettas, full 
of bright dialogue or witty monologue, unex- 
pected and happy turns, sketchy in. their 
character, suggesting what they do not show, 
yet complete enough to be satisfactory, is as 
pleasing a performance as one wishes to see: 
In drama of a more finished kind we are 
sometimes inclined to yawn while waiting 
for the curtain to rise on the next chapter. 
There is a break in the current of the story—an 
unavoidable interruption—which has some- 
what the same effect as being called away from 
your dinner for ashort time. You go back to 
it with a much poorer appetite than you had 
when you left. Your interest in the story of 
the drama has subsided in exact proportion to 
the length of time the curtain has been down, 
not to speak of the effects of going out 
between acts, if you are & man. The 
tendency of all modern dramatic improve- 
ment both in play, construction and mechani- 
cal effects has been towards the lessening 
of all these obstacles which interrupt the ac- 
tion of the play. In a performance of two or 
three one-act comedies, each act is very much 
like a course of a dinner, to revert to that 
simile, (this is written in Grub street, mind 
you). Each one is complete in itself. When 
*tis done you have finished with it and can 
calmly digest it while waiting for the next. 
There are many arguments to be adduced in 
favor of shorts sermon, short speeches and 
short plays and I sometimes wonder why we do 
not get more of them. 
Sd 

Perhaps one reason why there are not more 
followers in Miss Vokes’ footsteps is that a 
good short comedy is one of the most difficult 
things to produce and the’ necessities of the 
acting, on account of the necessary paucity of 
characters, demand a more than ordinary share 
of magnetic power in the actor. One afternoon 
ashort time ago atalented young New York 
actress undertook to act a play before a few of 
her friends. She undertook alone to imper- 
sonate the five or six persons of the drama 
and the dramatic papers said she gave 
a very entertaining periormance. But every- 
one knows that nothing is more wearying 
than monologue unless it is excellently done, 
and such a performance would require a power 
of attraction that only the rare aves possess. 
The slightness of the plot in short plays throws 
the burden of the entertainment on the actors, 
and on them depends entirely its success or the 


contrary. . 


As an instance of this take The Old Musician, 
which was one of the new plays given here last 
week. Some of the critics voted it slow, and 
said it added to the length of the programme, 
without increasing its attractiveness. The 
plot of this little play is very slight. An old 
French musician, who had married above his 
station, had been forced to separate from 
his wife twenty years before the play 
opens. He lives in Bohemia with a 
young but impecunious artist, and keeps 
the pot boiling by composing songs while 
he is at work on an opera. He still cherishes 
the idea that his wife will come to him as she 
had promised she would. But instead of his 
wire comes his daughter who tells him her 
mother is dead. It is a-character sketch more 
than a play and the developing of this char- 
acter by words and action fell upon Mr. Felix 
Morris. In doing this he was obliged to speak 
along monologue and it was this, I presume, 
that some found so uninteresting. I shall ven- 
ture to differ from the judgment of those gen- 
tlemen in this instance. Asa piece of artistic 
character acting, finely conceived and delicately 
executed, I think the old musician of Felix 
Morris cannot easily be surpassed. But were 
it entrusted toaless accomplished artist one 
can readily imagine how flat it would fall. 


The two other new- plays presented by the 
Vokes company I have not space to describe at 
length. They were alittle more farcical than 
the old favorites which were given on Satur- 
day, and they lacked the accretions of ‘ busi- 
ness” which time has lent to the latter and 
which help so materially to make them such 
finished and charming productions. It would 
be but singing an old song wereI to write at 
lengthofthesoulofall these plays—the magnetic 
Rosina herself. The charms of those wondrous 
eyes, that shock of golden curls, the latent fun 
in that nervous voice, the lightness of her 
dainty step and the unconsciousness of her 
tom-boyish friskings have been told and retold 
and yet from such a theme it is difficult to turn 
away. But I must. Miss Vokes was well 
supported. The work of Mr. Felix Morris and 
Messrs. Thorpe and Gottschalk needs no com- 
mendation. Miss Emily Bancker and Miss 
Eleanor Lane are both pretty and clever and 
Mr. Chas. J. Bell was very successful in nearly 
all the characters be essayed. 

7. 

His Natural Life under the management of 
Schofield and Anderson opened its season at 
the Grand on Monday night under very in- 
auspicious circumstances, The play is a drama- 
tization of a novel bearing the same name 
which I have never had the pleasure of reading, 
but if it is anything like the drama that has 
been made from it, I think I am to be con- 
gratulated. Mr. Inigo Tyrrell, the adapter, 
seems to have mistaken his calling if this piece 
of work does not belie his powers. To attempt 
to describe the play would drive any ordinary 
writer insane. The less said about 
both play and acting the better, for of 
all the combinations of incongruities and 
absurdities that ever tried to beguile the 
unsuspecting public of this town His Natural 
Life takes the pastry. In the company are 
several actors whose work might be worth no- 
ticing were it displayed in some drama that 
did not make it utterly ridiculous, 

« 

Minnie Maddern will be at the Grand next 
week and all who want toseeoneof the cleverest 
actresses on the American stage will go to see 
her. She will appear in Featherbrain in which 
she was so successful at the Madison Square 
theater, New York, and in another of her suc- 
cesses, In Spite of All. This little woman with 
her bright auburn hair and quaint ways, is as 
unique in her methods as she is pleasing. But 
she is an artist of the first water and her 
weeks’ engagement here beginning next Mon- 


daughter. 
caqrmarnn, Iam told, can scarcely earn their 
sir, I am not a journalist ; I am a newspaper 


man. 
“Oh! Keep anews-stand, 1 presume. Good, 
paying business! Take her, my son, and be 


day should be a highly successful one. She 
comes supported by a first-class company. 







































































































Manager Greene of the Academy of Music 
has struck it rich in bringing Hermann’s Trans- 
Atlantique Vaudevilles to his house. They 
have been running all week to excellent busi- 
ness, The fact is the Trans-Atlantique Vaude- 
villes are the best all-round company of variety 
performers we have had here for a long time. 
The show is thoroughly clean, the witticisms 
fresh and the tricks of a first-class order. The 
performance opened with some pirouetting by 
four young damsels who pose as Gaiety Dan- 
seuses. Instead of the fairy, gossamery costumes 
we have been accustomed to see on the ladies of 
the ballet—that is, if we had good eyesight— 
these were attired in long skirts after the 
fashion introduced to Americans last year by 
Letty Lind; Sylvia Gray and the other dancers 
of the London Gaiety Company. Skirt dancing 
has now become all the go. It has the fasci- 
nation of “half-revealing, half-concealing.” 
Every kick flings up a tantalizing mist of frou- 
frou and lace, and each motion of the danseuse 
sets those diaphanous ‘skirts floating in airy 
undulations that are much more suggestive 
of the poetry of motion than is the con- 
ventional Elizabethan ruff of the ordinary 
ballet. The tripudiary gyrations of the Gaiety 
dancers and the light fantastic trippings of 
Dainty Katie Seymour were enthusiastically 
received. Katie makes a bough of the stage, 
and perches on it like a bob-o-link. The gym- 
nastic performances of the Athols and the 
Pinauds were both wonderful and funny. The 
songs and general bearing of le petit Freddy, a 
child phenomencn, brought down the house, 
The comedy skit that accompanies a variety 
show is generally about as tart a performance 
as one has to suffer in the course of a 
lifetime. When, therefore, a person gets 
something good like the skit given by Miss 
Mabel Fenton and Mr. Chas. Ross in this com- 
pany he feels that he ought at the very least to 
rush out and ask the manager to have a drink. 
Herr Molen with his nose, ears, hatand theclock 
on his back illuminated by electricity, was very 
amusing. One of the most popular features of 
the show was the balancing feats of M. 
Trewey and the shadowing of various figures 
on a screen—a trick familiar to most of us 
from childhood, but rarely brought to such 
perfection as is shown by Trewey. The songs 
of Miss Eunice Vance and Les Freres Tacchi 
were clever and completed a programme which 
of its kind would be difficult to excel. 










































William Gillette’s well-known play, Held by 
the Enemy, has done good business this week 
at Jacobs & Sparrow’s. Held by the Enemy is 
a play of sterling merit which has enjoyed a 
high degree of popularity for a long time, so 
that there are few theater goers in Canada or 
the United States who are not familiar with 
its powerful and touching story. The company 
presenting it at the Toronto Opera House this 
week contains a number of capable actors. 
Mr. Wm. H. Leyden is well adapted for the 
part of Major-General Stamburg, into which 
he throws a great deal of force and spirit. Mr. 
D. R. Young as Colonel Prescott and Mr. W. 
H. Elwood as Lieutenant Hayne gave very 
acceptable performances. Mr. Farrell as Les- 
lie’s Special was very comical, and the Uncle 
Rufus of Mr. Walter Perkins was an ex- 
cellent performance. The ladies of the com- 
pany, Misses Alice Gray, Tessie Deagle and 
Jeanette Ferrell kept up their end of the show 
in a very creditable manner. 





DRAMATIC NOTES, 


Robert Mantell is to essay Hamlet in the 
spring. 

A western dramatic critic, writing of the 
performance of an actor who portrayed a 
drunken husband, said: ‘*‘ Mr. Blank was emi- 
nently fitted for the role.” 

Mr. Van Horne of the Canadian Pacific Rail- 
way is about to erect an opera house in Van- 
couver, B.C. The cost is estimated at $75,000. 
It will be fitted in the very best style and 
lighted by electricity. 

Gus Pitou has recently purchased a piece of 
land up by Lake Simcoe including Smalley’s 
Point, which juts out into the lake. This lot 
adjoins that of Mr. O. B. Sheppard and the 
waters in front of them in summer time are 
said to be swarming with fish of almost in- 
credible size. Mr. Pitou intends to come up 
here from New York with his family next 
summer and enjoy a few month’s of good solid 
rest. 





A Thrilling Ride. 


One night a Carolina judge had been out 
very late, and on his return, after stabling his 
horse, he kept vigil even later with some sym- 
pathetic friends. Ona rising in the morning 
and descending to the breakfast-room, his 
throat very dry, what was his surprise to find 
the demijohn that stood on the table in a 
similar arid condition. 

“Sambo!” 

** Ye s, sah.” 

“Take this demijohn, saddle the mare, and 
ride down to the Corners and get it filled as 
quickly as you know how. Do you hear?” 

* Ye-s, sah.” 

His order given, and the slow and stuttering 
Sambo out of the room, the thirsty son of Bac- 
chus and Minerva sat himself down, watch in 
hand, to await the execution of his commission. 

*Two minutes,” be murmured, brokenly, 
gasping as chickens do when their:porridge 1s 
toodry. ‘*The mare is bridled—saddled—and 
Sambo is on her+*back. Now he is down the 
path, out of the gate, and on the highway. 
Good old Bessy ! ow she flies along! Now 
they are by the willow-tree. Now they are 
crossing the brook—and now—now the two 
miles are finished, and they are at the store. 
Two minutes for the boy to finish waiting on 
the customers already there—two minutes to 
draw the stuff for Sambo, and it is on its way. 
Here it comes—over the brook and by the tree 
—along the road—along the lane—through the 
gate—up the path—and here it is with Sambo ! 

“] s-say, mm I c-can’t find that ’ere 
bridle anywha’! Why, h-h-here it is, massa, 
behind your chair! Guess you must ha’ 
bringed it in last night?” 


Not a Journalist. 


Millionaire— You ask for the hand of m 
You are a journalist, I believe, on 





t. 
Young Editor (with dignity)—You mistake, 


ppy.” 





Por Saturday Night. 


Wal, Dad, so long, I kinder think thet somehow I’ll be go’n, 

I've got my red bandanner pecked, I’m strikin’ out alone. 

Whar'm I boun’? Wal, a piece beyond the shadder uv our 
gate; ° 

In fact to tell the truth, old Dad, I’m go’n to emergrate. 

You see, thet book thet I hev read consid’able this week 

Hez kinder led me to decide thet happy land to seek. 

How’llI travel without the cash? Wal, now you've got me, 
Dad,— 

And yet you hain’t, for don’t you see the walkin’ ain’t so 
bad ! 

I guess somehow I'll find a place whar I kin lie an’ sleep 

Er git a bite, an’ walkia’ is very pertickler cheap ; 

But then, I think I'll git along without much uv a fight, 

Et enny rate I mean ter tramp some miles ‘twixt this an’ 
night., 

I’m boun’ ter strike thet kentry, Dad, it’s jes’ the lan’ fer 
me, 

Thar sartin’ hain’t no uther place thet fits so suitably ; 

Fur thar no war nur sickness comes—'cept dying uv old age, 

An’ ‘ligious folks, uv diff'rent faiths, don’t howl aroun’ an’ 


rage 

An’ try to squelch the tuther side with langwidge ruther hot, 

An’ whar in short sich people haint the golden rule furgot ; 

Whar Jessoot Acks, an’ all sich things, er never ter be foun’; 

Whar statesmen do not pine to run thar kentry under groun’; 

Whar farmin’ folks, like you an’ me, haint taxed beyond all 
sense, 

An’ public men, on schemes thet’s good, haint straddle uv 
the fence ; 

Whar cranks, an’ doods, an’ toughs, an’ sharks er utterly 
upknown, 

An’ all embez'lers, great an’ small, er put to breakin’ stone ; 

An’ whar thar haint no kind wv call ter howl ’bout Ekel 
Rights, 

Fur ev'ry class does what is squar’ accordin’ te thar lights ; 

Whar Poverty hez got a show erlongside uv the Rich ; 

Whar folks er not quite measured by thar stooks, an’ bonds, 

. an’ sich; 

Whar things er run jes’ right fur all, none bein’ favu red 
thar, 

An’ ev’ry man, ez long’s he’s straight, is welkum'd anywhar ; 

Whar--but I must be movin’, Dad, fur I’m not go’n by wing, 

Howsev’r, if the kentry soots, I'll come back in the spring 

An’ take you ‘long to finish out the balance uv yer days, 

Fur seems ter me you'd ruther like thet kentry’s cheerin’ 
ways— 

What's thet you say? I hevn’t told the kentry’s name? 
Wal say, 

IthoughtI hed! Why Dad, the place is called U—top— 
e—ay ! Ww. 


Fate, the Milkman. 


Por Saturday Night. 
My fate’s a wicked dairyman 
Who sells me skim and charges cream ; 
Puts ‘“‘ human kindness” on his can, 
And cold pump water on my dieam. 


With deprecatory pretence 
He begs his dues like other prige— 
My time, my labor and my pence, 
And steals my tit-bits for his pigs. 


I asked him why the milk I buy 

Is worse than theirs who dress in silk, 
But craftily he made reply— 

**I furnish them with asses” milk |” 


I'd gladly change, but where I dwell 

He quite controls his branch of trade ; 
He is an anchorite as well 

And would not keep a dairymaid. 





O Milkman Fate! these many years 
Your human kindness mocks my thirst ; 
Your sweetest miik is salt with tears 
And on sch food my hopes are nursed. 
Aupert E. S. Suyrus. 


Midwinter Thaw. 


How shrink the snows upon this upland field, 
Under the dove-groy dome of brooding noon ! 
Thev shrink with soft relu tant shocks, and soon 
In sad brown ranks the furrows lie revealed. 
From radiant cisterns of the frost unsealed 

Now wakes through all the air a watery rune— 
The babble of a million brooks atune, 

In fairy conduits of blue ice concealed. 





Noisy with crows, the windbreak on the bill 

Counts o’er its buds for summer. In the air 

Some shy foreteller prophesies with skill— 

Some voyaging + host of bird, some effluence rare, 

And the stall-wearied cattle dream their fill 

Ot deep June pastur s where the pools are fair. 
—CHaARugs G. D. Roserra, in Belford'’s Magazine. 


A Kiss. 


Pale maiden moon in dark abyss 

Leans towards each cloud, invites a kiss, 

Andin her love there’s naught amiss, 
‘Tis pure affection’s action. 

The modest brook beneath the shade 

Kissing each flower bu. obeyed 

The law which Mother Nature made, 
Of mutual attraction. 

A twain of ruby lips agree, 

And who is there will censure me 

If I obey Nature's decree, 
And render satisfaction ? 





Wing Tee Wee. 


Wing Tee Wee. 
Was a sweet Chinee, 
And she lived ia the town cf Tac. 
And her eyes were blue, 
And her curling cue 
Hung dangling down her back ; 
And she fell in love with gay Win Sil, 
When he wrote his love on a laundry bill. 
And O, Tin Told 
Was a pirate bold, 
And he sailed in a Chinese junk ; 
And he loved, ah, me ! 
Sweet Wing Tee Wee, 
But his valiant heart had sunk. 
So he downed his blues in fickle fizz, 
And vowed the maid would yet be his. 


So bold Tin Told 
Showed all his gold 
To the maid in the town ot Tac, 
And sweet Wing Wee 
Eloped to sea 
And nevermore came back, 
For in far Ohinee the maids are fair, 
And the maids are false, as « verywhere. 
—Harvard Lampeon. 





Enterprising Journalism. 


Fashionable Father—My dear, where are the 


girls going to-night? 
Fashionable fother—I don’t know, The 


evening 
“ ‘or them, 


pers haven't come yet. Were you 


mable Father—Yes; I want to see 


what the girls are ng to wear for under- 
clothes.—N, Y, ruth re 
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CORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


A Wonderful Picture. 


Amongst the many vocations over which 
SATURDAY NIGHT exercises a watchful and 
helpful care, none have received so much at- 
tention probably as that of art, and it is with a 
feeling of pleasure that is half akin to pride I 
remark that the many suggestions and critic- 
isms offered weekly in these columns must 
have told vastly for good both on the profes- 
sion and the public. 

When it is understood that these remarks 
emanate from the business office, which seldom 








Noted People. 


Max O'Rell’s Jonathan and his Continent, 
has sold over 100,000 copies. 

Ouida has made more money than any 
woman of the present century except Patti. 

Fanny J. Crosby of New York, the writer of 
‘Sweet Hour of Prayer,” and many other 
hymes is an invalid, and has been blind from 
her birth. 

A strange request was printed at the top of 
George Eliot’s letter paper. It was this: 


of which have probably been gathered at a 
“* gallery of illusions” or a ten cent panorama. 
Their idea of seven ages would be to have 
some individual photographed seven times in 
his life and the whole collection strung up in 
order and dated and numbered to correspond 
to the stages of his existence. What a crude 
idea of art? Art is nothing—it is not true 
art—unless it causes one to pause and consider. 
This is why ‘‘art is lone.” Great masters are 
not to be studied carelessly. Guercino wasa 
great master. His piece is being studied 
thoughtfully every day. Others there are so 
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I'll be go’n, “ ticularly requested to burn this 
noe ae cro ase nmak pans perenne opel 
ner teeta Oliver Wendell Holmes, Rev. Samuel May | talent as Toronto has become since O'Connor's aaa ver cane with wees sietenin 
nergrate. and Rev. S. F, Smith dined together in Boston | defeat, will no doubt receive them with the | The answer is Honi soit qui mal 1 
his week recently, They were graduated from Harvard | kind consideration which has always marked | One lady critic eased to Gaxtttaahe 
) seek. in the class of 1829, of which eleven members | the relations between this journal and the | on the spot that no man could draw 
u’ve got me, now survive, public. his sword with his lower limb in that posi- 
kin? elfen Edna Lyall, whose latest book A Hardy| Unlike many journals whose preachings and | tion, while not a few bald-headed men 
Norseman is being widely read, says that if | practices do not tally, Sarurpay Nicur has | have viewed the skull with considerable satis- 
an’ sleep she has favorite authors they are Kingsley and | taken care that its patronage of art should not | faction. As a representation of one stage of 
P; F.D. Maurice. Of poets she is especially fond | be confined to words, mere words, and at an | life it is to them perfect. 
v a fight, of Tennyson, Mrs. Browning and Whittier. early date in its history its management had| But the most amusing of all is the person 
vixt this an’ A. R. Spofford, the Librarian of Congress, | the pleasure of hanging upon the walls of its | who views this picture from the Shakespearean 
the law’ for has a phenomenal knowledge of books. What ae pag business office a canvas. | standpoint. He is generally a stout, thick-set 
he does not know about them is not worth ie age an auty of which have long been | man with a red face, short neck, mutton-chop 
enki knowing, yet he is not a recluse nor a book the wonder of thousands of observers. On the whiskers, through which the air moves quite 
suv old age, worm, enjoying life and mingling freely in eae va ou tae on ee oe ta freely, and an immense gold chain which Clancarty—Phwhat’s that bundle yez hov ferninsht yez? 
1 aroun’ an’ society. 6 ¥ ee ee - a oe ; a 7's nO, | wobbles uneasily over the surface of a rotund Mrs. Clancarty—Me new shquirrel’s-hair miff. . ; es b 1 
E. L. Bynner, author of Begum’s Daughter, is mia et ce Seas eae ~ n - 2 i waistcoat. He thinks he has an eye for art tino put some shtyle on yez, an’ doan’ be carryin’ it like it wor a barrel av per- 
ae, described as “a wholesome and sane man with y *taly and vhat Mr. | and an ear for poetry. He comes in stately ” 
tase wd a certain out-of-doors air about him that is ee eee oe ee ee and slow. His eye-“‘glaws” is elevated. He 
ees refreshing in these days when it is so rare.” Old as the picture is, still amid the hazy | stares, Presently he jowers his glass. His | mation about Corea, the country in which our| The first of the series of public lectures was 
i beyond all Rather hard on the sallow-faced, lean-fingered, mantle which time hangs over man’s decaying | lips move. The oracle will speak. missionary, Mr. J. S. Gale, B.A., is laboring. | delivered on Saturday last by Canon Du- 
melancholy-eyed writers of to-day, is it not? works can be seen the same glorious tints ‘** Seven ages of man, eh? Huh’m. Um.” ° Moulin. The attendance was good and among 
deities Ge which satisfied the inspiration of the artist’s A pause. Mr. Wm. Houston, M.A., was again the! those present I noticed: Rev. Provost Body, 
Jules Verne is prevented from writing by | soul, and the meaning of the group seems as| ‘Guercino, eh? Who was ’e anyhow?” leading contributor to the programme of the | Rev. Profs. Jones, Clark, Symonds, Messrs. 
5 de Witaity the accident which befel him some years ago. | clear as the morning when Guercino rested| «Italian artist, sir, one of the later ones.” regular meeting of the Political Science Asso- | J, Cunningham, Dunlop, J. H. Broughall, Rev. 
His nephew became violently insane and shot | from his labors and told his wife his picture} ‘Never heard of him by jingo, sir, I never | ciation on Wednesday. At this meeting Mr. | E. C. Cayley, Mr. A. C. M. Bedford-Jones, Mr. 
akin’ stone ; at the novelist and the wound has never prop- | could be mounted in time for the fall show. I| gia.” , oes Houston discussed the historical continuity of | N, F. Davidson, Mr. Philip DuMoulin, Miss 
*bout Ekel erly healed, Verne writes two novels every may observe that the best point from which'to ** Indeed?” the provinces of Nova Scotia and New Bruns- | DuMoulin, Miss Maclean, the Misses Boulton, 
year, and is now engaged upon his seventy- | view this masterpiece is from the subscriber’s| « And is that th’ name of th’ pictur’, ‘Seven | Wick. Mrs. Grantham, Mrs. Hagarty, Miss Ferguson, 
thar lights ; fourth. desk, at $2 per annum, for which sum any | Ages?’” ; . , | Mr., Mrs. and Miss Wyld, Mr. Hugh Langton, 
Rich 0 - An electric light in the St. Petersburg Im | amount of explanation is given and its hidden| « Yes, sir,” ae - R. Keys, M.A., extended his 4 Mrs. Moclonalé, Mr. Wred  Carmichedl, 
eee perial Palace suddenly flickered and almost | beauties revealed to those whose eye for high He bursts into a hearty peal of laughter, with aria Se ee ee ee Mr. George Burton, Mr. and the Misses 
wf favared went out. The Emperor sprang to his feet | art still requires coaching. For the benefit of | many “ho, ho’s” and “ ha, ha’s.” F ee - Strathy, Rev. J. J. Blacker, Rev. C. Softly, 
with cries of alarm, and was prostrated for | those who have never flattened their noses *** Seven Ages of Man.’ Why, my dear man, At the Philosophical Society of ’910n Wed- | Mrs. Stephen Heward, Mr. Henderson, Miss 
d anywhar ; hours by the fright received. The_ terrible | against our plate glass front in order to view | there isn’t no seven ages there! Itis true you | nesday morning Mr. S. J. Rothwell read a/| Patterson. After a few words of introduction 
’n by wing, anxiety of the Czar’s life makes his diadem too | this chef d'wuvre a brief description may not | have the ‘infant mewling and puking in his | paper on Disinterested Action. An excellent | by the provost, Canon DuMoulin announced 
the spring heavy for his brow. be uninteresting. nurse's arms ;’ but where is the ‘schoolboy | custom has been established of late in various his subject as Preaching. The lecturer gave a 
x days, 5 Archduchess Maria Theresa of Austria is There are seven figures in it. At the righ} | with shining morning face, creeping like snail, | Societies whereby the discussion of papers read | historical review of preaching and preachers 
eee spoken of as one of the most charming women | side is a page in fourteenth century costume. | unwillingly to school?’ No-huh! That ’ud | is entrusted to particular members. On this | from the earliest ages to the present day as 
ry’s name? in Europe. She is a daring horse-woman, and | It may be remarked asa passing commentary | never do at ’ome, sir, never in this world! | occasion the duty devolved upon Mr. A. D,| well as the distinguishing characteristics of 
enjoys a freedom of action allowed to few | on this costume that it is significant of the | Now, you may say that the young man is | Meldrum, i the preachers of the different schools. He 
d U—top— women so near thrones, Her salon is thronged | conservatism prevailing in the negro’s taste | ‘making woeful ballads to his mistress’ eye-| p,.sigent Dr. Harley Smith has set an ex- ended his lecture by earnestly counseling all 
Ww. with distinguished men and women, and she | with regard to dress ; the “pants” in the four- | brows,’ and there is the ‘warrior bearded like | , nie for which many future committess of | 7°°™S clergymen to write their sermons, point- 
welcomes warmly and gracefully literary men, | teenth century were ‘‘striped.” This page | a pard,’ but where is the ‘learned judge, full the Literary Society will rise up and call him ing out the many chances of failure in en- 
artists and musicians. bears the shield of a warrior in middle life im-| of wise saws and modern instances?’ 0, | piossed. The present committes were so fortu- deavoring to preach extempore and giving 
Queen Victoria does a great deal of miscel- | mediately behind him. This latter gentleman | no-huh! yeh cawn’t call that the ‘seven ages of | |, ate as to be his guests the other evening at Canon Liddon, one of the grandest preachers of 
laneous reading these days. Daily and weekly | is an unusually muscular person with a ruddy | man.’ That feller didn’t know nothink about | ginrer, They are credited with having dis- the present day, for his authority. CaxEcus. 
; papers, magazines and leading religious news- | brown face and beard, and helmet and plumes | what he was doin’. Why, sir, we ‘ud no more | 50.04 most satisfactorily of all items both of ¥ : 
papers and periodicals are faithfully perused, | like the Black Prince. He is represented in the | call that the ‘seven ages of man’ at ‘ome, sir, | »,n1 and programme, — John Chinaman Smiles Last. 
Of Tennyson she never tires, but Burns is one of | @ct of drawing his sword, while his eyes glance | than we’d call call it the seven caterpillars. . Th 
her greatest favorites. American writers do not | furtively yet fiercely sidewise in the direction | And, again, sir, if that is Shakespeare's old | A lengthy programme occupied the attention It was on a recent Sunday afternoon. 6 
meet with much favor. They are said to be | Of a supposed foe. Right behind him area pair | man in ‘lean and slippered pantaloon’ where | of the Mathematical and Physical Society on pavements were in the slipperiest x oe 
too racy and slangy to please her. However, | of lovers whose sighs and embraces mingle so | are the slippers and pantaloons? Why, it’s pre- | Tuesday. It consisted of a paper by Mr. T. conditions as Picea sgt eee yd tak- 
the above facts are taken from an English | Closely as to form a harmonious whole. She is | posterous; it isn’t true to nature, not to im- | W, Standing on Napierian Logarithms, phy ing their way up Yonge street. e slowness 
paper, aud perhaps a little overdrawn. attired in a style adopted by the devotees of the | mor-ti-a! Shakespeare eyther. Huh!” This | sical experiments by Mr. Seymour and the so- and awkwardness of their gait was due to the 
ball-room and this is one of the proofs of the | gentleman generaliy goes off muttering some- | jytion of various problems of Sanscritic appear- fact that they had discarded their national foot 
Mrs. Baliington Booth of the Salvation Army antiquity of the picture, for in the Renaissance | thing like this, ‘‘ Ye cawn't expect no ‘ighly de- | ance. gear, and were ambling along—presumabl y for 
isa very beautiful woman, possessing gracious | 414 jater styles the high neck is usually found. | veloped art in sich a blawsted kentry as this 7 the first time—in American shoes. Their evi- 
manners and a lovely voice. Even the hideous | However it does not produce the effect which | you know, anyhow.” The baseball meeting the other day has | dent difficulty in walking attracted the atten- 
uniform she wears cannot conceal her beauty | tn. old masters knew so well how to produce. The trouble with these Shakespearean critics caused the game to be the talk of the corridors ; tion of a company of idlers who, with jeers 
and her air of distinction. She goes fearlessly | poning these again, and bowing as if with re- | is that they never stop to think that in all proba- of late. We feel very much stuck up over the | and mocking gestures, followed the unfortu- 
into the worst quarters of the worst popula- gret that so much energy should be needlessly | bility Shakespeare never saw this picture, and result of the American triplast summer. Who! nate foreigners. 
pe conquers a welcome by her genuineness wasted when he needs it so much, is an old| if so it is not to be wondered at that his said we couldn’t play bail? One man, particularly unkind in his loud- 
5 and sympathy, teaches the poor women she ‘ y lines describing the Seven f Man do not 3 voiced scoffing, drew upon himself the deserved 
$i finds better ways of living, and so wins them to eee oe bBicgangdivent tan wt illustrate it like a ‘Luke “aie hens aoe panes Saper Rae. bee Sehocies te = contempt of the passers-by, but he did not dis- 
i. listen to her spiritual counsel. © group photograph of the General Com- continue it ; on the contrary he was there for a 
tent the action of decay which is slowly ripen- | Shakespearean critics are dead wrong. And | mittee of the Literary Socisty. Mr. Bryce is . : : 
SMYTHE. It is a curious fact that King Humbert of | ing for the tomb a once muscular man. He | these other critics: the mistake they make is | a+ present engaged on the graduating group. big time and he was going to have it. He 
Italy is nearer to the throne of the United | seems to be in a reflective mood and sometimes | in trying to force upon a picture a meaning | The passer-by need not be surprised any day if mimicked the halting gait, the uncertain move- 
Kingdom, if the divine right of blood be reeog- | as one looks at him a shadow comes over his | which it was never intended to bear. They | he should be dazzled by a sudden display of ments and the timid balancing of the two 
| nized, than Queen Victoria, Her Majesty's | worn features as he thinks of the old days in | look on it as they do on a horse-trade or & | intellect and beauty in the artist's studio win- Johnnies, at the same time shouting : 
; title is derived from the beautiful daughter o: | Tiberius county when things went merrily | second-hand piano, not for what it is but for | gow, The committee is hereby warned against ‘*Easy there, Johnnie! Why don’t you brace 
ee James I., Elizabeth of Bohemia, whose daugh- | with him and old age was leagues and leagues | what they want it to be. They look ai it, as taking these few remarks io itself. up and walk |! Where did you get that hat? 
4 ter became the mother of George I., while the away. One would think, so clearly has the | they look at many other things, falsely, through e Where did you get them shoes? You're a nice 
t Italian sovereign’s comes from James’ son, | painter thrown his soul into his work, that the | the spectacles of prejudice, past opinions and | After several postponements the class of ’90 | P#T © ducks, now, ain’t you t Get down an 
yi ; Charles I, whose daughter, Henrietta Maria, | old man was undecided in his mind whether | present influences. Unable to emerge from | has decided to hold a social re-union on Satur- crawl! Down went McGtn—— 
t married into the House of Savoy. Thus he has | his life had been worth living or not. It is a| their narrow environment and come out into | day evening, February 8, hit or miss. This in- |, J¥st then both — = a om pare near 
one generation more of English blood in his | sad sight to behold a senile gentleman who | the broad light and freedom in which Art must | formation is reliable. NEMO, him, and he ont Sone - ee ig 
i vei & thud that sounded as if he had jarred his 
: veins than his royal cousin of England. seems to regret that he had come. How much | be viewed, their interpretations of its divine cant omy somewhat. A yell of derision greeted 
i Emperor William of Germany sent a state | better it is fora man to live virtuously and so mysteries are meagre and mean, : gi him as he picked himself up and limped 
as Se ‘word and an autograph letter to Admiral | reap the reward of happy and contented old Tue SUBSCRIPTION CLERK. Trinity Talk. pe . SM gee ar Grae Deots tie ont 


age. The lady before referred to takes time 
from her devotion to her young Lochinvar to 
hold in her hands a pretty cherub of a boy who 
in his chubby hands supports a skull. I do not 
know whether it is her own child or not. 
All the figures except the child lean to the 
right, as if to signify that the living 
tend in one direction—that man_ hope- 
fully strives on thinking death will never 
overtake him, while the babe holding the skull 
in the opposite direction may indicate that 
this is the common lot of all, and “to this 
favor must we come at last.” I feel utterly 
unable to depict the beauties of this picture. 
The drawing, the chiaroscuro, the coloring, the 
various tints and sub-tints, need the graphic 
pen of our artist who unfortunately is sick 
with la grippe as we go to press. 

This picture excites a great deal of attention. 
Scores of people stop daily to admire it, and 
many of these come in and buy a back number 
of SATURDAY NIGHT and so keep up with the 
stories. Plenty of them, too, bring their 
friends and make a few brief rambling remarks 
as to its origin, price and meaning, etc. Gaze 
on it as they may they can never fathom it. 
After all their researches there is one question 
that still dazzles them, and there is,one per- 
plexing interrogation forever hanging over the 
head of the young lady who sits beneath and 
plays on the typewriter, ‘‘ What does it mean? 
Where are the seven ages?” 

It is not the intention of this article to 
answer this question. It is one of the mys- 
teries which are forever locked up in the crypts 
of time, and until the dead painter rises from 
his grave and makes a voluntary statement, it 
is probable no one can satistactorily explain 
where the seven ages are. 

A great many people have striven to eluci- 
date this problem, and some have even dared 
to criticize the picture and state that no painter 
of ordinary merit would place a title beneath a 
group which did not represent all that it 
claimed. For instance, some will say with the 








Commerell, the commander-in-chief at Ports- bland,” in the superlative degree. 
mouth. Now it is an established law in the 
agazine. 1 service that no officer shall receive presents 
from a foreign power, so there was consider- 

able anxiety and discussion over the toy. How- 

ever, Her Majesty aliowed the admiral to ac- 

cept it, though they do say that she was angry 

8, # at her grandson for not consulting her first, 
j A sword was also sent to Sir Evelyn Wcod, an 
elegant affair with diamond studded hilt, the 
Imperial crown and the recipient’s monogram. 


The late Lord Napier was a man of extraor- 
dinary nerve, and an exhibition of his un- 
flinching courage was given when in India. 
The Sikhs were famous swordsmen, and had 
the reputation of being able to cut in two halves 
an apple held on an oustretched hand without 
abrading the skin. The boast was made by a Sikh 
warrior, and Lord Napier offered to hold an 
apple, thinking the Sikh would lose his confi- 
dence. He was, however, sure of success, and 
the nobleman kept his word, held his apple, 
Saw the severed halves fall to the ground, and 
found his hand unhurt, 


A good story is told of Miss Winnie Davis, the 
child of the Confederacy. Having occasion tocall 
Upon one of the leaders of society in Washing- 
ton, she was subjected to a rather trying 
ordeal, The servant had failed to deliver 
her card, and the hostess who had 
Seen Miss Davis only once before, and then in 
¢vening dress, failed to recognize her. Miss 
Davis dresses very quietly on the street, and 
the lady noting this, mistook her for a book 
“gent, and gave the servant some instructions 
with regard to “ peddlers.” The young woman 
rose to go, and until on the threshold was not 
recognized by Dame Fashion’s daughter, An 
embarrassed explanation was made and an in- 
Vitation issued to return, but Winnie Davis 
dia not re-enter, “ No, I thank you,” she said, 

poon, | ‘I desire no more courtesy than should be 
Sven peddlers and women agents, nor from 
you any more than you accord them. Good 


Rev. C. H. Short, rector of Woodbridge, was 
@ visitor at college last week. 
. 





"Varsity Chat. 


we Boston’s Latest Fad. 

The very latest fad, which has traveled 
about the country in the wake of the celebrated 
English Egyptologist, has struck Boston with 
full force. This is the adoption by ladies of 
fashion of Egyptian costumes at their after- 
noon teas. These costumes, which in many 
cases are said to be very ‘‘fetching,” are 
modeled after the manner of the times of the 
Pharaohs. One of them, worn by a beautiful 
brunette, is described as of soft brown silk, 
with long, ae sleeves, and yoke embroid- 
ered in silver. The petticoat is of striped 
Syrian silk in rose color and silver, with a wide 
sash of the same colors. The slashings of the 


The various sub-committees appointed to 
conduct the conversazione are hard at work 
and all the necessary arrangements will soon 
be completed. This year still another attempt 
has been made to prevent the great overcrowd- 
ing of former years, and it is to be hoped no 
complaints on this score will be again heard. 

* 






The mock parliament, I am informed, was a 
great success, calling forth considerable of that 
debating energy which all knew was latent, 
but which appeareé to be wedded to its latency, 
so to speak. Mr. Burgess, ’90, leader of the 
opposition, attacked the government pro- 
gramme with great vigor. His hands were 
held up by a band, not of highwaymen, but of 
able colleagues, amongst whom were Messrs. 
A. T. De Leury, '90, and C. A. Stuart, ’91, 
—all of which is matter for congratulation. A 
manifest advantage which the mock parliament 
system has over the old plan is that it gives 
opportunity for deliberate destructiveness in 
debate. For instance, Mr. Stuart may, in the 
deep recesses of his heart, plot the political 
annihilation of the Minister of Militia, the 
Hon. Lieut. Coleman, and the glorious uncer- 
tainty of affairs keeps that honorable gentle- 
man on the alert. The old style was go-as-you- 
please, or if you please, don’t go at all; the 
new simply compels a certain number of mem- 
bers to take a lively interest in the actual or 
possible proceedings, 
















The following meetings of the Missionary 
and Theological Society have been arranged 
for the term: Monday, February 10, the first 
regular meeting, when Mr. T. T. Norgate will a " : 

ss outer gown show linings of Egyptian red, 
read a paper on Buddhism ; Wednesday, Febru- | Over the shoulders hangs a brown gauze veil, 
ary 26, a devotional meeting. to be conducted | embroidered in silver. Slippers in rose velvet, 
by Rev. J. C. Davidson of Peterboro’; Mon- eee in er and — peer, Sues 

* | colored stockings, a brow pendant of dull go 

day, March 10, regular meeting, when Mr. and an antique necklace of cornelian and silver 
H. H. Bedford.Jones will read a paper on Mo- | complete the costume. These gowns will no 
hammedanism. 5 doubt be all the rage before the season is over. 
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His Enthusiasm Waned. 
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This week the society was conducted in the 
ordinary way. Mr. Russell supplied the music 
and Mr, ‘‘Doc” McLay, '92, the reading. The 
subject debated was: ‘Resolved, that the 
licensing power should be taken out of the 
hands of the provincial parliament and given 
to the county councils. Messrs. G, H. Fergu- 
son and A. M. Stewart defender the resolution, 
with Messrs, C. A. Stuart and R. Urquhart in 
opposition. 
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A proposition to hold a public debate before 
the conversat. has been negatived. Prepara- 
tions for the latter event are in progress. The 
programme of the musical entertainment has 
not been announced, but there is authority for 
saying that some of the foremost Canadian 
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mor ” 
» the ning, air of connoisseurs, if it is the Seven Ages of | artists will be engaged. 
The s Man, where is the seventh, unless you count e 
you Stranger (¢ Ce t Tell, the skull, which you ought not to, and what| The regular weekly meeting of the Y.M.C.A. 
ate heaith 7 tying to be friendly)—How is your | has « nigger got to do with it, anyway? Ihave | was held on Thursday afternoon, The mis- “Is Brown happy in his marriage?” 
nder- nas y that (gruffly)—-How do I know? I] ® shrewd suspicion that these would-be critics | sionary committee in whose hands the meeting “‘ Well, I think W Brown were to see Mra, Brown to-day for the first time he wouldn't even 
vent any for the last five years,—-7ime, | only exhibit their ignorance of art, their ideas | was placed furnished much interesting infor- | ask for an introduction. Still, they don’t complain.”—Life. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. | 


«I don’t know how it is,” grumbled the en 
eral, ‘* but Enid looks scarcely any better than 
she did before this precious engagement of hers. 
You made me think that she would be perfectly 
happy if she had herown way ; but I must say, 
Flossy, that I see no improvement. 

Flossy, lying on a sofa and holding a fan over | 
her eyes, as though to shut out the si, ht of her 
husband’s bowed shoulders and venerable white 
head, answered languidly : 

*“You forget that you did only half of what 
you were expected todo. You would not con- 
sent to a definite engagement until she should 
be eighteen years old ; she is eighteen now, and 
yet you are holding back. Suspense of such a 
sort is very trying to a girl.” 

The general, who had been standin beside 
her, sat down ig a large arm-chair and look 
very vexed. 4 aia 

“T don’t care,” ha said obstinately—‘* I’m not 
going to have my little girl disposed of in such 
ahurry! She shall not be engaged to anybody 
just yet; and until she is twenty or twenty- 
one she sha’n’t be married. Why, she’s had no 
girlhood at all! She's only just out of the 
schoolroom now. Eighteen is nothing!” : 

** Waiting and uncertainty are bad for a girl's 
spirits,” said Mrs. Vane. ‘‘ You can do as you 

ease, of course, about her engagement ; at 
you must not expect.her to look delighted over 
the delay.” 

The general put his hands on his knees and 
leaned forw mysteriously. 

** Flossy,” he said, *‘I don’t wish to make you 
anxious, dear ; but do you think Hubert really 
cares for her?” 

Flossy lowered her fan ; there was a touch of 
an color in her face. 

** What are you going to say next, general ? 
Why should Hubert have asked Enid to marr 
him if he were notin love with her? He had, 
no doubt, plenty of opportunities of asking 
other people.” 

““Yes—yes ; but Enid is very sweet and very 
lovely, my dear. You don’t often see a more 
beautiful girl. I should not like her to marry 
a man who was not attached to her. 

Flossy controlled her anger, and spoke in a 
careless tone. 

**What makes you take such fancies into 
your head, dear?” 

‘* Well—more than one thing. To begin with, 
I found Enid wandering up and down the con- 
servatory just now, looking as pale as a ghost, 
with tears in her eyes. I rallied her a little, 
and asked her to tell me what was the matter ; 
but she would not say. And then I asked if it 
had anything to do with Hubert, and whether 
she had heard from him lately; and, do you 
know, Flossy, she has had no letter from him 
for a fortnight! Now, in my day, although 

tage was dearer than it is now, we wouldn't 
oo waited a ee before writing to the 
woman that we loved.” 

“Hubert is a very busy man; he has not 
time for the writing of love-letters,” said 
Flossy lightly. 

“He ought not to be too busy to make her 


happy.” 

oY ou forget, too,” said Mrs. Vane, “‘ that 
Hubert has no private fortune. He is working 
harder than ever just now—toiling with all his 
might and main to gain a competency—not for 
his own, but for Enid’s sake. Poor boy, he is 
often harassed on all sides!” She drew a 
little sigh, as if she were sorrowing for him. 

“I’m sure Enid does — na ire a 
the general, getting up and pacing abou e 
soets ta a hurry; 3 is sweetness itself! And, 
as to money, why did he peneees to her if he 
hadn't enough to keep heron? Of course Enid 
will have a nice little fortune—he needn’t doubt 
that; but I shall tie it up pretty tightly when 
she marries, and settle it all upon herself. 
You may tell him that for me -o like, with 
my compliments?” The general was excited 
—he was hot and breathing hard, “ He must 
have an income to put against it—that’s all ; 
he’s not going to live on his wife’s fortune.” 

**Poor Hubert—I don’t suppose he ever 
thought of such a thing!” said Flossy, affect- 
ing to laugh at her husband’s vehemence, but 
weighing every word she uttered with scrupu- 
lous care. ** Indeed, if he had known that she 
would have money, I don’t suppose he would 
ever have asked her to marry him. He be- 
lieved her to be all but penniless.” 

** And what right had he to believe that?” 
shouted the general, looking more apoplectic 
than ever. 

At which Flossy softly sighed, said, ‘‘ My 
nerves, dear!” closed her eyes, and held a 
vinaigrette to her nose, 

The general was quieted at once. 

‘“‘T beg your pardon, my dear—I forgot that I 
must not talk so loudly in your room,” he said, 
apologetically. ‘* But my feelings get the bet- 
ter of me when I think of my poor little Enid 
leoking so white and mournful. And so 
Hubert’s working hard for her, is he? Poor 
lad! Of course I shall not forget him either in 
my will—you can tell him so if you like—and 
Enid's future is assured ; but he must not neg- 
lect her—mustn't let her shed tears and make 
those pretty blue eyes of hers dim, you know— 
you must tell him that.” : 

‘*The general grows more and more foolish 
every day,” said Flossy to herself, with disgust 
—‘‘a garrulous old dotard!” But she spoke | 
very sweetly. | 

“T will talk to him if you like, dear; but I 
do not think that he means to hurt or neglect 
poor Enid. He is coming down to-morrow to 
spend Easter with us; that will please her, 
will it not? I have been keeping it a secret 
from her ; I wanted to give her a surprise. It 
will bring the color back to her pale cheeks— 
will it not, you kind, sympathetic old dear!” 

Flossy’s white hand was laid caressingly on 
the generai’s arm. The old soldier rose to the 
bait. He raised it at once to his mouth, and 
kissed it as devoutly as ever he had saluted | 
the hand of his queen. 

‘-My dear,” he said, “ you are always right ; | 
you are a wonderful woman—so clever, 80 
beautiful, so good!” Did she not shiver as she 
heard the words? “I will leave it in your 
hands—you know how to manage every one!’ 

‘Dear Richard,” said Flossy, with a faint | 
smile, *‘ all that I do is for your sake.” 

And with these words she dismissed him | 
radiantly happy. r 

Left to her own meditations, the expression 
of her face changed at once; it grew stern, 
hard, and cold ; there was an unyielding look 
about the lines of her features which reminded 
one of the fixity of a mask or a marble 
statue. She lay perfectly motionless for a 
time, her eyes fixed on the wall before her; | 
then she put out her hand and touched a bell 
at her side. 

Almost immediately the door opened to ad- 
mit her maid—a thin, upright woman with 
dark eyes, and curly dark hair disposed so as 
to hide the tell-tale wrinkles on her brow and 
the crow’s-feet at the corners of her eyes. She 
wore pink bows and a smart little cap and 
apron of youthful style; but it woald have 
been evident to the eye of a keen observer that 
she was no longer young. She closed the door 
behind her and came to her mistress’s side. 

Florence paused for a minute or two, then 
spoke in a voice of so harsh and metallic a 
quality that her husband would scarcely have 
recognised it as hers. 

** You have been neglecting your duty. You 
have not made any report to me for nearly a 
week.” 

“* You have not asked me for one, ma’am.” 

‘*I do not expect to have to ask you. You 
are to come to me whenever there is anything 
to say.” 

The woman stood silent; but there was a 
postest in her very bearing, in the pose of her 

ands, the expression of her mouth and eye- 
brows. Flossy looked at her once, then turned 
her head away and said— 

“*Go on.” 








“There is nothing of importance to tell you, 
ma’am.” 

** How do you know what is important and 
what is not? For instance Miss Enid was 
found by the general crying in the conservatory 
this morning. I want to know why she cried.” 

The maid—whose name was Parker—sniffed 
significantly as she replied : 

“It’s not easy to tell why young ladies cry, 
ma'am. The wind’s is in the east—perhaps 
that has something to do with it,” 

““Oh, very welli” said Mrs. Vane, coldly. 
“Tf the wind is in the east, and that is all, 
Parker, you had better find some position in 
the world in which your talents will be of more 
use to you than they are tome. [ will give you 
a month’s pay instead of the usual notice, and 
you can leave Beechfield to-night.” 

The maid's face turned a little pale. 

“*T am sure I beg pardon, ma’am,” she said 
rather hurriedly; ‘‘1 didn’t mean that I had 
nothing to say. I—I've served you as well as I 
could, ma’am, ever since I came. There was 
something not unlike a tear in her beady black 
eyes. 

** Have you?” said her mistress indifferently. 
“Then tet me hear what you have been doing 
during the last few days. If your notes are not 
worth hearing ”—she made a long pause, which 
Parker felt to be ominous, and then continued 
calmly—‘“‘ there is a train to London to night, 
and no doubt your mother will be glad to see 
you, character or no character.” 

**Oh, ma’am, you wouldn’t go for to be so 
cruel, would you?” cried Parker the unwise, 
evidently on the verge of a flood of tears. 
“*Without a character, ma’am, I’m sure I 
couldn’t get a good place; and you know my 
mother has only what I earn to live upon. You 
wouldn't turn me off at a moment's notice 

‘or——” 

“You are wasting a great deal of time,” said 


| Flossy coldly. “Say what you have to say, 


and I will be the judge as to whether you have 
or have not obeyed my orders. Where are 
your notes?” 

Smothering a sob, Parker drew from her 
pocket a little black book, from which she pro- 
ceeded to read aloud. But her voice was so 
thick, her articulation so indistinct by reason 
of her half-suppressed emotion, that presently, 
with an exclamation of impatience, Mrs. Vane 
turned and took the book straight out of her 
hands. 

* You read abominably, Parker!” she said. 
‘““Where is it? Let me see. ‘Sunday ’—oh, 
yes, I know all about Sunday !—-‘ Church, Sun- 
Sag eepocl, church—as usual.’ What's this? 
‘Mr, Evandale walked home with Miss E. 
from afternoon school.’ I never heard of that ! 
Where were you?” 

** Walking behind them, ma’am.” 

Could ao hear anything? What do your 
notes say? H’m! ‘They walked very slow 
and spoke soft--could not heara word. Atthe 
park gates Mr. E. took her hand and held it 
while he talked. Miss E. seemed to be crying. 
The last thing he said was, ‘‘ You know you 
may always trust me.” Then he went down 
the road again, and Miss E. came home. Mon- 
day.—Miss E. very pale and down-like. In- 
doors all morning teaching Master D. Walked 
up tothe village with him after his dinner ; 
went to the schools; saw Mr. E. and walked 
along the lane with him. Mr. E. seemed more 
cheerful, and made her mg several times. 
The rest of the day Miss spent indoors. 
Tuesday.—Miss E. teaching Master Dick till 
twelve. Ridi with the master till two. 
Lunch and needlework til] four. Mr. Evan- 
dale came to call.” Why was I never told that 
Mr. Evandale came to call?” said Fi , start- 
ing up a little and fixing her eyes, bright with 
a wrathful red — in their brown depths, 
upon the shrinking maid. 

“‘T don’t know, ma’am. I thought that you 
had been told.” 

Flossy sank back amongst her cushions, bit- 
ing her lip ; but she resumed her reading with- 
out further comment. 

*** Stayed an hour, part of the time with Miss 
E. alone, then with the master. Little Master 
Dick in and out most of the time. Nothing 
special, as far as I could tell. ednesday.— 

iss E. walked with Master Dick to the village 
after lessons. Went into Miss Meldreth’s shop 
to buy sweets, but did not stay more than a 
few minutes. Passed the rectory gate; Mr. E. 
came running after them with a book. I was 
near enough to see Miss E. color up beautiful 
at the sight of him. They did not talk much 
together. In the afternoon Miss E. rode over 
to Whitminster with the general. After tea 
—’ Yes, I see,” said Mrs. Vane, suddenly 
scopping short—“‘ there is nothing more of any 
importance,” 

he lay silent for a time, with her finger be- 
tween the pages of the note-book. arker 
waited, trembling, not daring to speak until 
she was spoken to. 

**Take your book,” said Mrs. Vane at last, 
‘and be careful. No, you need not go into 
ecstacies "—seeing from Parker’s clasped hands 
that she was about to utter a word of gratitude. 
“IT shall keep you no longer than you are use- 
ful to me—do you understand? Go on follow- 
ing Miss Vane; I want to know whom she 
sees, where she goes, what she does—if pos- 
sible, what she talks about. Does she get let- 
ters—letters, I mean, besides those that come 
in the post-bag?” 

“T don’t know, ma’am.” 

‘* Make it your business to know,then. You 
can go;” and Flossy turned away her face, so 
as not to see Parker's rather blundering exit. 

**The woman is a fool,” she said to herself 
contemptuously, when Parker had gone; *‘ but 
I think she is—so far—a faishful fool. These 
women who have made a muddle of their lives 
are admirable tools; they are always so afraid 
of being found out;” and Flossy smiled cyni- 
cally, although at the same moment she was 
conscious that she shared the peculiarity of 
the women of whom she spoke—she also was 
afraid of being found out. 

She had come across Parker before her mar- 
riage, when she was in Scotland. The woman 
had then been detected in theft and in an in- 
trigue with one of the grooms, and had been 
ignominiously dismissed from service; but 
Flossy had chosen to seek her out and befriend 
her—not from any charitable motive, but be- 
cause she saw in the discarded maid a person 
whom it might be useful to have at beck and 
call. Parker's bedridden mother was depend. 
ent upon her ; and her one fear in life was that 
this mother should get to know her true story 
and be deprived of support. Upon this fear 
Mrs. Vane traded very skilfully; and, having 
installed Parker in the place of lady’s-maid to 
herself and her husband’s niece, she obtained 
aecurate information copoerategs Enid’s move- 
ments and actions, supplied from a source 
which Enid never even suspected. 

Such knowledge was generally very useful to 
Fiossy ; but at present she was puzzled by cer- 
tain items of news brought to her by Parker. 
“What does this constant meeting with Mr. 
Evandale mean?’ she asked herself. Then her 
thoughts went back to the day of Mrs. Mel- 
dreth’s death—a day which she never remem- 
bered without a shudder. She knew very well 
that the r old woman had bitterly repented 
of her share of a deed to which her daughter 
Sabina and Mrs. Vane had urged her ; it had 
been as much as Mrs. Vane and Sabina, by 
their united efforts, could do to make her hol 
her tongue. No fear of the general’s venge- 
ance, of Sabina’s disgrace, of punishment of 
any kind, would have ensured her silence very 
much longer. The old woman had said again 
and again that she could not bear—in her own 
words—“ to see Miss Enid kep’ out of her own.” 
She used to come to Flossy’s boudoir and sit 
there crying and entreating that she might be 
allowed to tell the general the truth. She did 
not seem to care when she was reminded that 
she herself would probably be punished, and 
that Sabinaand Mrs. ane had nothing but 







































































































































































ruin before them if the truth were known, 
She had the fear of death on her soul—the fear 
that her sin would bring her eternal misery. 

** You are a wickedly selfish woman !” Fiossy 
once said to her, with as near an approach to 
passion as her temperament would allow. 
** You think of nothing but your own salva- 
tion. Our ruin, body and soul, does not matter 
to you.” 

And indeed this was true. .The terrors” of 
the law had gotten hold of Mrs. Meldreth’s 
conscience, The oe sword, carried by a 
religion in which she believed, had pierced Ger 
heart. She would have given everything she 
had in the world to be able to follow the advice 
given in her prayer-book, to go to a “ discreet 
and learned minister of God’s Word”—Mr. 
Evandale, for instance—and quiet her con- 
science by opening her grief to him. But both 
Sabina and Mrs. Vane were prepared to go to 
almost any length before they would give her 
the chance of doing this. 

Mrs. Vane was of course the leading spirit of 
the tnree. Where Sabina only raved and 
stormed Mrs. Vane mocked and rsuaded. 
She argued, threatened, coaxed, bribed, in 
turns; she gave Mrs, Meldreth as much 
money as she could spare, and promised more 
for the future; but the poor woman—at first 
open to persuasion—grew more and more diffi- 
cult to restrain, and became at last almost im- 
becile from the pressure of her secret upon her 
mind, Flossy had begun seriously to consider 
the expediency of inducing Sabina to consign 
her mother to a lunatic asylum, or even to 
employ violent means for the shortening of her 
days on earth—there was nothing at which her 
soul would have revolted if her own prosperit 
could have been secured by it; but Mrs. Mel- 
dreth’s natural illness and death removed all 
necessity for extreme measures, 

Nothing indeed would have been more for- 
tunate for Flossy and her accomplice than Mrs. 
Meldreth’s death, had it not been for the cir- 
cumstance that the dying woman had seen 
both Enid Vane and Mr. Evandale during her 
last moments. Flossy wondered angrily why 
Sabina had been so foolish as to admit them. 
She had heard nothing from Enid, who had 
kept her room for a couple of days after her 
return from Mrs. Meldreth’s death bed; but 
she was certain that- something was now 
known to the girl which had not been known 
before. Flossy had tried to question her, to 
reprove her even for going into the houses of 
the sick poor ; but there had been a look in the 
girl’s eyes, a frozen defiance and horror in her 
face, which made Mrs. Vane shrink back 
aghast. Though silent and not very demon- 
strative in manner, Enid had hitherto never 
shown any dislike to Flossy, and had been as 
scrupulously attentive to her wishes as if she 
were still a child; but these days of passive 
obedience were past. Enid now quietly did 
what she chose. She seldom spoke to Florence 
at all; and on several occasions she had main- 
tained her own purpose and choice with a 
calmness and steadfastness which had almost 
terrified Mrs. Vane. Who would have thought 
that Enid had a character? The girl had eman- 
n,n herself from all control, without words, 
without open rebellion ; she had looked Flossy 
straight in the face once or twice, and Fiossy 
had been compelled to yield. 

Yes, Enid knew something—she was sure of 
that ; how much she could not tell. She had 
never Fanatinaed Sabina Meldreth in person 
about the scene at her mother’s death-bed—on 
principle, Flossy spared herself all painful and 
exciting interviews ; but she had had a few 
lines from Sabina—sent to Beechfield Hall on 
the day of her mother’s funeral. 

**Miss Vane knows something—I don’t know 
how much,” Sabina had written. ‘The parson 
wants to know, but couldn’t get to hear. May- 
be Miss Vane has told him. If she has, the 
parish won’t hold you nor me,” 

‘‘Abominably brusque and rude!” Flossy 
said to herself, as she drew the scrap of paper 
from its hiding place. ‘‘ But one cannot mold 
clay without soiling one’s fingers, I suppose. 
It is months since Mrs. Meldreth died; and 
evidently Enid knows less than I supposed, or 
has made up her mind to keep the secret. But 
what do these meetings with Mr. Evandale 
mean? Is she confiding her troubles to him 
then? The little fool! i must see Sabina Mel- 
dreth, and Hubert too. What a good thing I 
had written to him to come—thougb not for 
the sake of pleasing Miss Enid, as the general 
fondly supposes! I must send for Sabina.” 

But the wish seemed to have brought about 
its own fulfilment. At that very moment 
Parker knocked at her mistress’ door. 

‘** Will you see Miss Meldreth, ma’am? She 
says she would like a few words with you, if 
you can see her. She’s downstairs.” 
vo Sabina Meldreth to me,” said Mrs, 

ane. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 


Flossy’s first instinctive desire was to rise 
from her sofa and receive Sabina Meldreth 
standing—not at all by way of politeness, but 
as an intimation that the interview was not 
intended to be along one. Oa second thoughts, 
she lay still. A show of langour and indifference 
was more likely to produce an impression on 
Sabina than excitement. Mrs. Vane closed 
her heavy white eyelids, and did not raise them 
until the fair-haired woman in black whom 
Hubert had noticed with the singers on New 
Year’s Eve was standing beside her «ouch. 

**T thought you was asleep,” said Miss Mel- 
dreth, with a slightly insolent air. ‘‘Some 
people can sleep through anything.” 

** All the better for them,” answered Mrs. 
Vane drily. ‘“‘Why have you come?” She 
was not going to admit that she had been long- 
ing to see her visitor. 

I've come for the usual thing,” said Sabina 
d ly—‘‘ I want some money.” 

** You had some last month.” 

** Yes, and had to write three times for it— 
and be bothered about my rent. You're not 
carrying on business on fair terms, Mrs. Vane, 
I want to have a clear understanding. Mother 
managed all the money-matters before; but 
she’s gone now, and I should like something de- 
finite.” 

** What do you mean by ‘ definite’?” 

**Kither money down or regular quarterly 
payments, ma’am. You owe me that when 
you think of all I’ve done for you.” 

**Havé I done nothing for you, then,” said 
Flossy, with a red gleam in her brown eyes, 
**in saving you from disgrace, ridding you of a 
permanent burden, pensioning your mother 
till her death, and giving you money whenever 
you have asked for it? Is that nothing at all, 
Sabina Meldreth ?” 

“It’s something, of course,” said Sabina 
stolidly; *‘but it ain’t enough. I want fifty 
pounds a quarter, paid regular. If you give 
me that, I'm thinking of going back to it- 
minster, where there won't be so many people 
poking and prying about and asking ques- 
tions. 

* Going back to Whitminster! That would 
be worth paying for indeed! But Fiossy 
showed no sign of gratification. 

* What people have been asking questions?” 

**The parson, for one.” 

**And who else?” 

Well,” said Sabina, rather reluctantly, ‘I 
won't say that there’s anyone else. But the 

rson’s nat me more than once, and he 

eeps his eve upon me and preaches at me in 
church—and I won’t stand it!” 

** Why do you go to church?” said Mrs. Vane, 
with a faint sneer. 

** Because, if I don’t, people would say I 
wasn't respectable,” snap Miss Meldreth ; 
° and it’s no good flying in their faces that 


way. 

“On! Then you wish to be thought respect- 
able?” 

“Yes, I do; and, what’s more, so do pets 
Mrs. Vane, in your own way. You're too high 
and mighty, and pretend to be too ill to have 
to go to church ; but, if you were me, and heard 
what folks say of them that stop away, you'd 


go yourself.’ 

** Possibly,” said Flossy ; ‘‘We are in differ- 
ent circumstances. Now tell me—why has Mr, 
Evandale questioned you ?” 

**Because of what he heard when mother 


However, I s. 





lay dying, of course. I wrote and warned you 
at the time.” 

“You should have said more then. You 
should have come and told me the whole atory. 
Tell 1t me now.” 

It was a proof of Fiossy’s curious power over 
certain natures that Sabina Meldreth, wild 
and undisciplined as she was, seldom thought 
of resisting her will when in her very presence. 
She sat down on a chair that Mrs. Vane pointed 
out to her, and recounted, in rapid and not ill- 
chosen words, what had passed in her mother’s 
room in the presence of the rector and of Enid 
Vane. Flossy listened silently, tapping her 
lips from time to time with her fan. 

When the story was ended, she turned on 
her visitor with a terrible flash of her usually 
sleepy eyes. 

** You fool,” she said, without however rais- 
ing her voice—‘‘you fool! You have known 


this all these months, and have never made 

it! How was I to know 
that the matter was so important? How was 
Ito suspect? I guessed something, of course ; 
but not this! Why, Sabina Meldreth, we are 
at the mercy of that child’s discretion! She 
has us in her hands—she can crush us when 
she pleases! Heavensand earth—and to think 


your way to me to tell 


that I did not know!” 


** You might have known,” said Sabina sul- 
lenly. ‘‘I’ve been to the house more than 
once. I've written and said that I wanted to 
see you. I don’t think it’s me that’s been the 
fool.” But the last sentence was uttered al- 


most in a whisper. 
“No, I "* 


now.” 


‘* Maybe,” said Sabina, ‘“‘she thought mother 


was raving, or didn’t understand her aright.” 


**No, no; she understood—she believes it. 
But why has she kept silence? She hates me, 
and she might have ruined me—she might 
have secured Beechfield for herself by this time ! 


What a little idiot she must be!” 
(To be Continued. ) 
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At the Theater. 





A hundred years ago this monstrosity was 
what the male theater-goer had to encounter. 





1840 


Fifty years ago a merciful providence had 
softened the hearts and en—lightened . the 


heads of the ladies. 





In this era of Woman's Rights hapless man 
hides his diminished head behind something 
like this or worse. 





Not Rehearsed. 


Apropos of nothing at all, ladies, did you 
ever sit down unexpectedly ? 

Of course, we all know what it 1s to adjust 
our skirts daintily and sink prettily into the 
corner of the <r Bat did you ever sit 
down without the least intention beforehand ? 
Did you ever feel how potent is the law of 
gravitation to triumph over all agility, dignity, 
grace and decorum? I have, and precious little 
sympathy or courtesy is extended to one upon 
such an occasion. 

I confess that I myself have frequently smiled 
serenely at the toppling over of some stout 
gentleman, and felt a certain amusement at 
the absolute, utter and helpless loss of dignity 
attendant upon such occasions. 

But then, my own personal experience should 
have been different. I am young, slender (ex- 
ceedingly slender) and beautiful. 

hen I took a seat on the corner of Broad 
wey and Twenty-third street the other day I 
really was provoked at the absolute lack of 
good-breeding expressed upon the faces of the 
men and women that were passing by. 

A seat on the corner of the lounge is all right, 
but a seat on the corner of Twenty-third street 
is different. 

The big, red headed policeman who hovers 
about the scene of my misfortune (and fcr 
whom I have a peculiar fondness because of a 

rsonal affinity, onsen? to mention), did 

asten toward me and gallantly rescue my 
new English derby from the gutter ; but none 
of the men and women who a moment b-fore 
had been following me with envy and ad. 
miration of my noble bearing, offered the 
slightest assistance. Not that I needed it— 
bless you, no! 

In an instant, I had taken up the cable 
where I “let go,” and was calmly pursuing my 
way down Broadway, suddenly remembering 


that I had business at Falk’s, and deciding to 


turn in there, as it was quiet and convenient. 


In fact, I do not think that until that moment 


I had ever quite appreciated Mr. Falk. 
He is weeny & most excellent pho’ her, 
all not dispute the eq ability 





































I have been careless—I have been to 
blame!” said Flossy, a feverish spot of color 
showing itself in her white cheeks. ‘‘So she 
knows—she knows! That is why she looks at 
me so strangely ; that is why she avoids me and 
will hardly speak to me. I understand her 


of Mr. Sarony. In the event of a similar catas. 4 
trophe in the vicinity of Union Square I shoula ' 
probably call upon Mr. Sarony. 

I have often the-emotional lady ex. 


claim: ‘‘Oh heaven! Let me get away! 
Aweg from the sneers and jeers of the crue} 
world, Let me hide myself!” And then she 
faints, and *‘ curtain ;” or she goes off C. D, in 
F. 1 went off into Falk’s, 

I have never been in need of any particular 
friend or confidant since I forgot the address. 
of my last affinity, some years ago—if I tola 

ou how old I am you would naturally guess 

ow many years ago ; but there are times when 


& woman really needs the sustaining support of ‘ 
human companionshi fi 
Speaking of this little occurrence reminds : 
me of a young actor of my acquaintance who d 
seems to have been born for repeated saluta- 
tions of his mother earth. a 
Not to speak of the occasion when, not con- ¢ 
tent with falling down himself, he decided to 
ull a set-house on top of him, thus necessitat- 
ng a most tragic and heartrending climax to tt 
an act which had been previously running on . 
lines of the most delicate comedy, he was un- 
fortunate enough to be the hero of a 1:ttle sen- ac 
sation, still pleasantly remembered by the New 
Orleans public. h 
Before I proceed, let me say that the most in 
eable artistic attribute of the young gen- tt 
tleman in question was a certain air of deep. 
voiced dignity, which is by many of aa 


our actors—when they are upon the stage, 

To continue: The scene, a moonlit beach ; 
the characters, father and son, seated upon a 
bench, centre, the former confessing the crime 1 
of which he—the old man—is guilty. 7 

The lines at the end of the disclosure were - 
** And so, by this I have dragged you from your 
high estate—you, my own beloved son. I fe 
have thrust you down, down, to the level of 














my shame!” 

e old man rises, bowed with grief. The a 
son pauses, and then exclaims, with suppressed tL 
ae: ““My God! Father, what have you on 

one 

— the occasion of which I speak, the side 7 
of the bench occupied by the son, went down, fiti 
when the old gentleman get up, and as the irc 
latter delive his exclamation, “My God?! ° 
Father, what have you done?” trom the floor, it <f 
had a peculiar, piquant significance, which, as 
I said, is still pleasantly remembered. aa 

I recall seeing The Two Orphans one after- e1 
noon in St. Louis. You, of course, know that. a 
great entrance of the Chevalier, in the thir- « 
teenth or fourteenth act, where he bursts in ten 
the door, and steps grandly between Jacques fat 
and Pierre, commanding: ‘Up with your litt 
swords,” etc. “ 

The stage was one of those wretched, slant- wa 
ing affairs, and the Chevalier, accomplishing anc 
the neatest slide I ever saw, spoke the last. T 
words of the speech confidentially into the sur. wei 
prised ear of the -drummer, whom he had nes 
joined in the orchestra, “ 

As Eliot says: ‘‘ Sometimes even the greatest § “T 
of us must sneeze !”—Ecirpac in the Dramatic for 
Mirror. 4 “s 

—_——_eo_____——- 

She—See poor Fido gasp—what can be the bit 
matter ! and 

He—Maybe his pants don’t fit him.— Life. had 
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And then she 


knife and filed off the gold chain, to the grin- 
ning delight of the teams and the disgust of 
the girls on the stand,—Argonaut. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 


When Stanley Gerant opened her eyes again, 
she was on her bed in her own room; her 
father was sitting by her side; the autumnal 
sunshine, was pouring in through the half- 
drawn curtains; she felt strangely weak, 

« Father,” she said, smiling as she met his 
anxious eyes, ‘“‘there is nothing wrong, is 
there? You.are with me——” . 

“ Yes, my darling”—tenderly. 

‘* And you only?” she queried, as she glanced 
round the room. “I thought Hugh—— But 
there is no one but you.” 

She lay still for a few moments asif trying 
to recollect; then she said abruptly : 

‘“* What day is it?” 

He told her. It was the day after that which 
had been fixed for her wedding; only a few 
hours had passed since Hugh had left her— 
they had oa by during her unconscious- 


“T have caused you so much suffering,” he 
; ‘that you will forgive me a little 
more, Stanley. I have something I want to 


said, sadly 
say to you, my daughter.” 


“Tf am listening, father,” she returned, 


rather faintly. 


He was silent again for some moments; then 


he said: 


- You say that I could not have done other- 
wise, Stanley ; and it seemed to me at thetime 
that there was but one course open to me. But 
I was wrong, dear; I see now that I was 


wrong.” 


She raised her eyes wonderingly to his face, 
but said nothing; there was uot the faintest 


suspicion of his intentions in her mind. 


** We Gerants,” he continued, “have always 
held our unstained honor as our most precious 
possession ; and I think we have been right in 
so doing. We have endeavored todo our duty; 
and to keep the word we had given; and we 
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his talk Over the Tea Cups, begun in the 
Atlantic for March, 1888. He discourses in this 
paper on Old Age, a subject on which no one is 
better fitted to write than the octogenarian 
Autocrat. Writing of his readers in his intro- 
duction he says: “ I think there are many 
among them who would rather listen to an old 
voice they are used to than to a new one of 
better quality, even if the ‘childish treble’ 
should betray itself now and then in the tones 
of the over-tired organ.” In this he is quite right, 
but the “childish treble” is not so apparent 
as one wouldexpect. Besides chis contribution 
from the oldesi writer to the Atlantic, there 
are the continuations of the serials by Margaret 
Deland and Henry James, a delightful article 
on English Love Songs by Agnes Repplier, 

ms by Thomas Bailey Aldrich and Edith M. 


articles including a short story from the pen of 
Sarah Orne Jewett. 


Francis Galton, F.R.S., the celebrated Eng- 
lish scientist and author, contributes a timely 


interesting article for many people than the 

contribution from the veteran Oliver Wendell B U 

Holmes. Dr. Holmes continues in this number a ; 
aq 
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seated upon a 
ssing the crime 


osure were : 


— from your 
sloved son. I 
to the level of 


ith grief. The 
rith suppressed 
what have you 


will be any one but you, father. You must not 
leave me again.” 

Sir Humphrey put his arm about her, and 
raised her on her pillows so that her head 
rested on his shoulder. She was silent for a 
few minutes; then she put up her hand and 
rested it upon his neck. It seemed to the 
anxious old man as if she had become a child 
again in her weakness and dependence on him. 
Her head rested upon his shoulder as it had so 
often done in her childhood ; her loosened hair 


forgive me, dear, that I, your father, should 


have been false to a promise given?” 


He felt the sudden rapid beating of her heart 
under his hand, and he saw the gleam of eager- 


ness in her eyes, 


““T have been thinking,” he went on gently, 
“that no deeper disgrace can fall upon our 
name than such an accusation of disloyalty as 


—_ Cameron can bring against us.” 


ather,” she whispered breathlessly—‘“ oh, 


father!” 











otherwise tested, according to the modern 
method, by a competent examiner, and especi- 
ally the importance of applying this system of 
measurements to young people, in order to 
determine their capacity and fitness for special 
ursuits, Another timely article, The Salon 
dea in New York, is contributed by C. H. 
Crandall. The author thoroughly believes in 
the salon idea, and holds that the salon ought 
to, and perhaps will, become a great power in 
our social and political life. The former power 
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and influence of the French salons are touched 

upon, and pictures are given of many charming 

literary drawing-rooms in New York city. ‘ at é AK aural : 
Matrimonial Item. —- 


dog of burs shot. ‘He annoys people with his | LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 








Mistook Him for a Lady. 


lans one after- 
rse, know that. 
r, in the thir- 
e he bursts in 
tween Jacques 
Jp with your 


rretched, slant- 
accomplishing 
spoke the last. 
ly into the sur. 
+, whom he had 


ren the greatest 
2 the Dramatic 


nat can be the 
him.—Life. 


JTEL 


Suites with Private 
No gas. All the 





rant 


+” (M. RINJOUX), 
air restaurant in 


IENARD. 


mtinental Cafes. 
RDWICK, 


INGS 


QUALITIES 


nd Elysians 


Vinter Suit- 


LIN 


West 
YRMENT OF 





» in the city. AD 
ited. 


IRE Y 


veler 


ronto Street 








It never out 


| PANTS | 








gently; “‘he was ill, or he would not have 
come, He was very good to me.” 

She had spoken brokenly, in disjointed sen- 
tences, with a touching simplicity ; but, as her 
father held his peace, she moved her head a 
little, so that her eyes could rest upon his face. 

‘You are not angry?” she saia softly. ‘* He 
‘was very unhappy, father, and—and so 
and true!” 

The words seemed to =< his heart; they 
were spoken so simply, but with such tender- 
ness. 

‘‘No, my darling,” he replied tremulously, 
“T am not angry. I am only broken-hearted 
for you and for him.” 

“Thank you, father!” she returned gently, 
nestling closer to him, while he saw, witha 
bitter pang, how white and wan her face was, 
and how changed from the proud beauty which 
had so gladdened his heart and eyes. 

For two days Stan'ey kept in her own room,_ 
the face resting upon the pillows almost as 
colorless as the linen itself, but she made no 
complaint of illness or suffering. It was only 
fatigue, she said; she was very tired and 
wanted rest—that was all. Her father spent 
many hours with her. Sometimes he read to 
her for a little while; sometimes they talked ; 
sometimes—and this occurred most often—they 
were silent, while Sir Humphrey held his 
daughter’s hand in his and sat looking gloomily 
and meditatively into the fire. 

On the third day she left her bed, and insisted 
on being dressed in spite of all Benson's en- 
treaties. She had rested enough, she said, and 
she wished to go down and surprise her father 
in the library. Benson dressed her in a pretty 
soft white woolen gown, made loosely and ina 
style which hid the girl's wasted figure ; and, 
before she left the room, Stanley took up a 
rough Turkish towel and tried to bring some 
color to her cheeks. Sbe su ed too ; but it 
was only a transient flush : it had faded before 
she reached the top of the broad staircase, 
where she paused, breathless and trembling in 
her weakness. Her hand shook as she laid it 
upon the carved balustrade; she went very 
slowly down the shallow carpeted stairs, and 
then, crossing the hall, entered the library. 

Her father was there alone. He did not see 
or hear her ; and she stood still for a moment 
looking at him with wistful eyes. There was 
an air of solitariness about him which brought 
a pang of bitter pain to her heart. He sat, 
leaning forward in his great eloow-chair, his 
eyes fixed upon the fire, pale, grave, sorrowful. 
As she looked at him she thought of the night 
when she went into the dining-room and 
learned the bitter truth which had so darkened 
her life. It seemed to her now, as it had 
seemed then, that there was no other course 
open to her but the one she had taken. Her 
father must be first; she could not marry 
against his will, and so shut her doors against 
him in his solitary old age. Hugh was po | 
and strong—he could bear his suffering ; an 
she must do the same. 

She was still standing watching her father 
when he rose, and, turning to the door, saw 
her. There was a look of utter helplessness 
and weariness on her face; all signs of deep 
feeling, of passion, of pain, had vanished. The 
sight of her pitiful face caused Sir Humphrey 
more pain than the bitterest tears, the wildcst 
lamentations could have done. 

He advanced to meet her, holding out his 
hand ; it was not quite steady, the girl saw, as 
she laid her own in it. 

“This is a welcome surprise, dear!” he said 
gently, as he drew her over to the fireside. 
“Are you strong enough to be down-stairs, 
Stanley?” he added, anxiously, as he saw that 
she sank heavily into the chair he placed for 
her, and that she was breathing quickly. 

“Oh, yes,” she replied, smiling at him, al- 
though there were tears in her eyes—*'I am 
glad to be here with you, dear!” 

When he had resumed his seat she left her 
own, and sat down on a footstool at his feet, 
slipping her hand into his, 

‘You are glad to have me down, aren’t you?” 
she asked, with a pretty, sorrowful smile. 

You have been lonely without me, I am 
oe > 

“Tam always lonely without you,” he said 
tenderly ; and the girl rested her weary head 
sees his arm and drew his hand softly to 

er ps. 

Sir Humphrey’s heart thrilled with love and 
Dity at their touch. He had been cruel to her, 


- told himself; but she had not ceased to Jove 


im, 

All her life they had been so much to each 
other. She was an only child, he was her only 
Parent; she had no mother, he had no son; 


-and they loved each other with no common 


love. There was a mist before his eyes as he 
gazed upon her ; it was so difficult to recognise 
in this pale, pretty, weary girl his imperious 
‘beautiful daughter, whose pride had pleased 
him because it matched his own. 

They were silent for a few minutes, while 
the fire, meaning up; Siled the room with a 
ruddy glow. e day was cold and a fine 


‘drizzling rain was falli aoe rested 
8 arm. e 


wearily against her fath effort 
she had made had tried her; the rest and 
silent companionship were pleasant ; her hand 
lay upon her father's knee, white and fragile, 
aad so thin that it was almost transparent. 
Stanley,” Sir Humphrey said at last, break- 

ng the long silence, “have you had no hard 
anouahts of your father during thesc sorrowful 

The girl sighed, but uietly— 

rs eo replied quietly— 


“And you have been content to suffer,” he 
continued, ‘*and to forgive me for causing your 


Suffering? 


“It was not you, father,” she whiepered, un- 
steadily; “you could not do otherwise. Ah, 


‘do not talk of it!” she added, tremulously. ‘I 
‘cannot bear it yet!” : 















large-hear' 
I loved him too, Stanley ; and, in a word, m 
darling, I was wrong to send him away. W: 
you ask him to come back?” 


Startled, almost incredulously, she uttered a 
cry of joy which rang through the room; she 


was clinging to him, panting and breathless, 
with both her trembling hands. 

“Father!” she cried—“ oh, father, is it true?” 

** You must ask him to forgive an old man's 
peecee. Sir Humphrey said, tenderly. ‘Tell 

im that I have learnt that there are higher 
things than name and birth. Will you write 
to him, my daughter, or shallI?” 

“* Father, may I? Have you thought it over 
well?” she whispered, when she could speak, 
** Dearest father, I think I could not bear to 
lose him again. It would kill me!” 

‘** My dearest, do you think I would try you 
so cruelly?” he asked tenderly, ‘‘I have been 
cruel enough to you, Heavens knows; but at 
first it seemed impossible that you could ever 
be his wife. I could not bear the thought for 
you or for myself. And you were so good and 
brave, my Stanley, that you almost persuaded 
me to believe that it was of less moment to 

ou than it was—that your love for Hugh was 
ess deep than I thought. Do you think he will 
forgive us, Stanley—me for my breach of faith, 
and you for your obedience ?” 

She was sobbing a now as he held 
her to his heart; but it was a changed face 
which she raised to his a moment later—a face 
transfigured ,by joy and beautiful in its eager- 
ness and half-incredulous relief. s 

‘*Father, are you sure?” she whispered. 
‘* Are you sure you will not regret? It was so 
— to you to think of the stain upon his 
name 

“It is painful to think of it still,” he said 
sadly. ‘* But it is on his name only, and not 
upon himself, Stanley,” he added gravely. ‘I 
fear, if the secret were known to many, that 
even now I should not have strength of mind 
enougk to do what I know is right. But, if it 
has not become known all these years, it is not 
py be transpire now. Whoever apprised me 
of it has kept his or her peace till now, and 7. 
haps did it solely from a wish that I should be 
made aware of circumstances which it was 
clearly right that I should know. I think that 
Mr. Cameron and Lady Sara were wrong to 
keep such a secret from me, Stanley ; but I can 
_—- how painful it was to them to speak 
= what they hoped was buried in oblivion long 
since.” 

**It is such a sad story!” said Stanley tear- 
fully. ‘‘ Father, forgive them! They suffered 
so much, and they have done no wrong.” 

** Lady Sarah did wrong, dear,” he answered 
gravely—‘‘she concealed the fact of her first 
marriage from her husband.” 

‘* But she repented—oh, how bitterly |!—and 
she was punished severely! Her life since 
then has been a martyrdom, father!” 

“She will have a devoted little daughter to 
brighten it soon,” he said. ‘I could tell her, 
Stanley, what a blessing that is.” 

She smiled through her tears; then, as she 
brushed them away, she looked up eagerly 
into his face. 

‘*Father, you have quite decided?” she 
asked. ‘* You are not making yourself happy 
for me?” 

**No, my dearest,” he answered. ‘‘I will not 
try to disguise from you that I would, with all 
my heart, that the stain did not exist; but, 
even with that stain, Stanley, I should prefer 
Hugh Cameron forason to any other man I 
know.” 

*Oh, father, thank ot dear, dearest 
father!” she sobbed joyfully, hiding her face 
upon his shoulder. ‘Oh, father, you have made 
me so happy!” 

“Thank Heaven, dear!” he answered. ‘‘I 
feared that I had broken your heart !” 

They were silent for a while; it was like the 
calm which follows a storm. Stanley’s face 
was serene and peaceful, even though the tears 
still hung on her long lashes. 

“ And now,” Sir Humphrey said presently, 
‘* who will write to this poor boy? Am I todo 
it, or will you, Stanley ?” 

She rose slowly to her feet, a faint blush 
tinting the ivory pallor of her face. 

‘*T will write to him, father,” she replied 
shyly. ‘I will go now at once and write. 

o Ana ”—he smiled, holding her from him as 
he looked down at the sweet changed face, 
which had lost all its weariness—‘‘ you think 
when he has the letter he will come?” 

The faint blush deepened, and the long 
lashes awepee overt the shy happy eyes. 

Yes,” she said demurely ; ‘I think that— 
it is possible that he may come.” 


(To be Continued.) 





Love and Football. 


Frazier Ashurst, ’87, of Pennsylvania, was 
the first man who ever combined the tender 
ion and the pee of football. It was in 

e fall of '87, on Princeton’s grounds. Ashurst 
had spent the summer at Bar Harbor and had 
been given a chain Songie by some girl there, 
with a padlock attached, which the girl pre- 
sumably locked on his wrisr. He played end- 
rush on the Philadelphia eleven, and, in the 
first half, the man opposite to him complained 
that Ashurst had cut him with a ring, The 
man was laughed at and silenced, but a little 
while later he showed a scar on the side of his 
face which decided the umpire to investigate. 
He examined Ashurst’s hands and found the 
bangle. He told him to take it off, which 
Ashurst yoonety refused led 
referee, who dived down into his poe 

ng 


to say about bangles. 

must take it off or leave the field. Ashurs 
said the referee had no t to make him fol- 
low either alternative, He had promised to 
wear it as long.as he lived, and he would, The 


ness for which we loved him—for 






“IT shall assuredly cut that beast Scapleigh 
dead the vewy next time I have a chance!” 
exclaimed little Mr. De Byrd, with a lady-like 
flirt of his hand and twist of his sweet head, as 
he flounced out of the state de ment, 

‘“ Why, Lady, what has he been doing now, 
to make you so vewy angwy?” tenderly inquired 
his friend Simpersnip. 

‘“ Why the brute was in the elevatah, and 
when I entahed he took off his hat and held it 
in his hand until I got off. Weally, I won't 
enduah his insults much longah.” 





He Knew the Ropes, 
pte ee you want to leave me and go 
into business for yourself, 
Clerk—Yes, sir. 
“But you have hardly had sufficient experi- 


ce. 
“Not had sufficient experience? Haven’t I 
me through two bankruptcies with you? I 
on’t think I’ve got much more to learn.” 





To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will addrese—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
Saturpay Nieur Office.] 

Ruea.—Self-reliant, vivacious and vain. 

E.Leanor.—Wilful, erratic ard sincere. 

Ciara A.—Selfish, self-willed, and undecided. 

Ipa.—Persevering, self-reliant and affectionate. 

Eva.—Decision, independence and perseverance. 

Lucu L8.—High-spirited, determined and orderly. 

Frances A.—Original, independent and gay-hearted, 

Wixp Cout.— Wilful, warm-hearted and persevering. 

Vivis.—Practical, persevering and fond of admiration. 

Beatrice A.—Impulsive, hasty-tempered and careless. 

Marion Linpen.—Kind-hearted, decided and persevering. 

GaLz C., Bowmanville —Witty, self-reliant and hopeful. 

a A.—Decisior, precision and fondness for admira- 
tion. 

Etyy.—Vivacity, wilfulnees and determination are here 
displayed. 

Evetyn H.—Selfishness, determination and impulse are 
exhibited here. 

Moneta R., Craigleith.—Writing displays carelessness, 
vanity and self-will. 

Epona E. E.—Prudence, courage and sincerity are ex- 
hibited by this writing. 

Krrrens —Perseverance, self-reliance and a mirthful 
spirit are here indicated. 

Romzo.—Self-esteem, sincerity and decision are indicated 
by the enclosed specimen. 

Marae, Belleville.—Order, neatness, decision and vivacity 
are displayed by your writing. 

Napinka, Belleville.—Energy, careletsness, vanity and a 
merry disposition ere shown here. 

Mus. Bac., Hamilton.—Orderly, fond of admiration, per® 
severing and with good intuition. 

Vioua, Kincardine.—Your writing denotes perseverance, 
se'f-reliance, self-esteem and even temper. 

Cuiprts, Ottawa.—Independerce, chee: fulness, persever- 
ance and determination are prominent here. 

AroutA, Hamilton.—Wilfulness, sensitiveness and vanity 
are the prominent characteristics of your writing. 

Don, Belleville.—Writing shows self-esteem, selfishness, 
sentimentality, independence ard susceptibility to flattery. 

Mary Grey, St. Thomas.—I shou'd say that the propor- 
tions are good. Writing denotes impulse, carelessness and 
self-will. 

Winkiz.— Nothing but a strong resolve will keep you 
from it. Writing denotes nervousness, self-reliance and 
hasty temper. 

Snips, Muskoka —Apply carbolic acid, being careful not 
to touch the surrounding skin. Writing denotes sincerity, 
mirth and decision. 

Sirk Worm, New York.—Writing indicates a practical, 
self-assertive nature, decision and self-esteem. Many 
thanks for kind words. 

Ben.—Your writing «xhibits self-esteem, mirth, decision 
and a strange combination of order in small things and 
carelessness in great ones. 

Fuaty.—Your writing shows generosity, thoughtfulness, 
perseverance and precision. The enclosed exhibits energy, 
cheerfulness and decision. 

Topsy, St. Catharines.—Your writing exhibits much 
decision, impulse and vivacity. You are doubtless ford of 
admiration, se)f-reliant and original. 

Heien Marcgry, Ingersoll.—Indecision, sensitiveness, 
much romance of feeling and feir perseverance are shown 
by your writing. Many thanks for kind words. 

SpoorpenDyks, Hamilton.—Decided, affectionate, merry 
and rather selfish I regret bearing you speak so harshly 
of yourself. Do you not think you exaggerate it some? 

MARECHAL NeIL, Woodstock.—Whittier’s home is at 
Danvers, Mess., and he is eighty-two years old. Your 
writing denotes an erra'ic temperament, energy, wilfulness 
and impulse. 

Cans (enclosed with Evelyn H.’s)—Your writing is almost 
illegible. The pseudonym is only a guess. Carelessness, 
egotism, fondness fir admiration, and originality are 
strongly 

Ina, Clinton.—I do not know who wrote ‘‘ Sometimer.” 
The name has been lost. If Lot of London wrote it, per- 
haps, cone this, the writer will send name and address to 
me. Do not send stamps. 

Yunvor Nazicam —Bathe the parts affected in hot salt 
and water, and avoid exposure to varied ye 
for a few days. Writing indicates force of r, 
kindly but reserved nature and generosity. 

Dumps.—Writing shows heedlessness, self esteem, a gay 
and romantic disposition and originality, A crank is a 
man who has one idea lives up to it. Moreover he 
wants to make the whole machinery of life more exactly as 
he does. No, dear Dumps, I hope you are not a “ crank.” 

Mercy.—Writing denotes business ability, a reserved and 
somewhat repellant manner, but a thoroughly kind heart. 
I have never seen Mrs, Brown- and cannot tell you 
the exact color of her hair. It is aaid to be reddish brown, 

Whether of the shade or not, it ia cer- 


growling. 
Husband—That’s no good reason for shoot- 


ing him, If it was you wouldn't stand much 
show for your life. 





A Hungry Man. 


Gilhooly—I walked fifteen miles Jomerteg. 

McGinnis—That’s a great deal of exercise. 
Ain’t you overdoing it ? 

Gilhooly—O, no; I had to get up a ravenous 
appetite, My wife cooked for the first time.— 

exas Siftings. 


CHAS. ROGERS & SONS C8, 


LIMITED 
LATE OF R. HAY & CO. 


95 and 97 Yonge Street 
NEW DESIGNS 


PINE FURNITURE 


Buy of the Manufacturer and Save Money 
PHOTOGRAPH REPRODUCTIONS 
CELEBRATED PAINTINGS 


Both ancient and modern, in different sizes, by the 


SOULE PHOTO, CO. OF BOSTON 


OFFICE FOR CANADA: 


36 King Street East - . Toronto 
Catalogue of subjects.25c. Call and see samples. 


Dunn's. | 
Mustard | 





ZO YONGE STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank 





Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
round floor. Finest Bar in Canada. 
hoice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 


HEASLIP & PIERCE 
Proprietors 


PATENTS 


Caveats and Re-tssues secured, Trade-Marks registered, 
and all other patent causes in the Patent Office and before 
the Courts promptly and carefully prosecuted. 

Upon receipt of model or sketeh of invention, I make 
careful e: ination, and advise as to patentability free 
of charge. 

With my offices directly across from the Patent Office, 
and being in personal attendance there, it is apparent that 
I have superior facilities for making prompt preliminary 
searches, for the more vigorous and successful prosecution 
of applications for patent, and for attending to all business 
entrusted to my care, in the shortest onsite time. 

FEES MODERATE, and exclusive attention given te 
patent business. Information, advice and special refer- 


ences sent on request. 
R. J. LITTELL, 
Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, 
c Washington, D. C., 
(Mention this Paper.) Opposite the U. 8. Patent Office. 


X L STEAM LAUNDRY 
42 Richmond Street West 
GENTS’ WASHING OUR SPECIALTY 


Delivery to all parts of the city. 
ROF. DAVIDSON 


CHIROPODIST & MANICURE 

Finger Nails Beautified, Corns, 

Bunions and In-growing Nails 
Cured without Pain. 

Has Removed to Room 1 


39 KING STREET WEST 





7 ASKA- 
Pe teeenn. 


R pw 
FACECHAPPED WWM, 
5 SHNESS cf Bs 

TO BE HAD OF ~ 


cents|ALL DRUGGISTS 






























BRANCH HOUSE, UNION 


DAVID CRAWFORD. 


30 Million Pounds 
MENIER CHOCOLATE 


DRANK AND EATEN EVERY YEAR, 


WHY) BECAUSE 
a Jt isthe purest and best. 


Paris Exposition, 1889 } § Sct menace: 
Ask for YELLOW WRAPPER. 
—-FOR SALE EVERYWHERE. 









of all CHOCOLATES 







SQUARE, NEW YORK. 
MONTREAL, 





AGENT 





Boils and 


Carbuncles result from a debilitated, tm- 
poverished, or impure condition of the 
blood. They are a source of great suffer- 
ing, und are lixble to appear in large 
numbers, unless overeome by the use of 
some powerful alterative. Ayer’s Sarsa- 
parila eures these painful tumors, and also 
prevents them, by removing their cause, 

One yen: ago I suffered from Boils and 
Carbuneles, and for nearly two months 
was unable to work. I was entirely 


Cured By 
taking two bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, 
—Leander J. McDonald, Soley street, 
Charlestown, Mass. 

For some time past, until recently, my 
blood was in a disordered condition. 
was covered from head to foot with small, 
and very irritating, blotches. After using 
three bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, I am 
entirely cured. —C. Ogden, Camden, N, J. 

I suffered with Boils every spring, for 
years, until I begen taking. , 


Ayer’s Sar 


sapertio. A few bottles of this medicine 
effected a permeates cure. — E. F. Lund, 
Portsmouth, Va, 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Masa. 


Carbuncles 


For years I was afflicted with Car 
buncles on the back of my neck. They 
were a source of much suffering. I com- 
menced taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which 
cured the Carbuncles, and has since kept 
me entirely free from them; my appetite 
has improved, and I am in better health 
than ever before. — O. Snell, Lowell, Mass, 


I was troubled, for a long time, witb a 
humor which appeared on my face in ugly 
Pimples and Blotches. By 
Taking 
Ayers Sarsaparilla I was cured. I com 
sider this medicine the best blood purifier 
in the world.— Charles H. Smith, North 
Craftsbury, Vt. 
I had numbers of Carbuncles on my 
neck and back, with swellings in my arme 
its, and suffered greatly. Nothing re- 

ved me until I n taking Ayer’s 
Sarsaparilla. This icine resto me 
to health. —Selby Carter, Nashville, Tenn, 

By taking a few bottles of Ayer’s Sar 


saparilla 


I have been cured of a troublesome skin 
disease, caused by impure blood —Wm. 
O. Vanever, Battle Creek, Mich. 

Gold by all druggists. Price $1; six bottles, #4 
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E?. E, FARRINGER 


TEACHER OF 






Entertainments. Apply to or address 
58 Homewood Avenue 


M. FIELD 


e FROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 
Piano Virtuoso 


ouaeye , and will also tak 
_apils in Ca a Seesenenetion. " 
R. E, W. SCHUCH 


sity Glee Club, has resumed instruction in 


At his residence, 
8 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 


ARMONY 
To accommodate those living at a distance 
Mr. THOS. SINGLETON, Port Hope, Ont., 





Toronto Conservatory of Music. 


A.C.O. (Er g.), Toronto. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Churca and Musica 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 





94 Gloucester Street 
WALTER DONVILLE 
Teacher of Violin 


8 Buchanan St., and Toronto College of Music 


(LATE OF THE ROYAL 

A. S: V OG Conservatoire, Leipzig, 

° y) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 

Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 


at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street 


ISS ALICE WALTZ 


Solo Soprano, Plymouth Church, Brookiyn, and St. 
‘ohn’s R. C. Church, Philadelphia. 


CONCERT, ORATORIO AND RECITAL 
Pupils received in Voice Culture. 
417 Church Street 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 





15@ Carlton St., opp. Horticultural Gardens 
Established 1884 


Under the direction of 


CHAS. FARRINGER 
A German educated in Germany. 
Our primary Department is second to none, and is not 
enly ny. but actwally, under supervision of the 
neipal. 


VOICE CULTURE AND PIANOFORTE INSTRUCTION. 


i toa Miss MARIE C. STRONG, Primo- 
uf Contralto, has much pleasure in announcing that 
> eens she is now prepared to give lessons in Voice Culture and 
Ae: Pianoforte Fiaying. Open for engagements at sacred and 


secular concerts. Circulars, terms, etc., at the piano ware- 
rooms of Messrs. A. & S. Nordheimer, and Suckling & Sons’, 
or 30 Bond Street. 





| : a TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 
Ht Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
. F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. 
; : rporated ion, G. W. ALLAN 
, wa TORONTO 2 President 
ie ERVA 
Bp OF MUSi¢ 


OVER 1,000 PUPILS LAST TWO YEARS. 
ES ET a RT Ce ET 


All branche 


taught : Instrumental and Vocal 
Music, Ovrator i 


» and Church Musie, Elocution, 
anguages, ¢ SCHOLARSHIPS, CERTIFICATES 
and DIPLOMAS FreE Theory and 
Violin Classes. FREE concerts, recitals and lec- 
tures. Organ students can practice and have 
lessons on magnificent new instrument, built 
especially for Conservatory. Pupils may enter 
at any time. Send for new 85-page Calendar. 

Address EDW ARD FISHER, Music« Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue 


BRITISH A 


granted 













MERICAN 





Yonce ST 
TORONTO, 








The oldest 
and most rell- 
ible of its kind 
in the Dominion, 
All subjects pertain- 
to a business educa 
tion thoroughly taught by 
able and experienced teachers. 










(A, Seeretary. 








HE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS’ 
SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIGN 


Antique, Life and Painting Olasses 
Daily 


Applications may be made at the rooms, M and N, 
Yonge Street Arcade. 


A® EXPERIENCED TUTOR—English 
Public School man. Prepares boys for entrance 
scholarships at the English Public Schools ; also for Univer- 
site Matriculation. Address I. ROSS-WETHERMAN, 31 
Pc rtland Street, Toronto. 

Rerexences—The Lord Bishop of Toronto, Sir Daniel 
Wileon, the Provost of Trinity, Elmes Henderson, Esq., 
Dr. Temple, Mr. Justice Street 


ASPLENDID CHANCB 





WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSORIBERS 


‘‘SATURDAY NIGHT” 


AND THE 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 
For $10, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 
alone is @1@, See advertisement of thie machine in 
another column. 


“EASON RA RA ACE LIE IT TIE LEE EERIE 
J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE 






















Piane, Violin, Cornet & Orchestral Instruments 
will accept engagements as Cornet Soloist for Concerts and 


105 Gloucester Street & Toronts College of Music 


ter Chu ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer- 


Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 


BY CORRESPONDENCE 


Will ; ive leasons in harmony as above ano prepare candi- 
dates for examinations in Muric at Trinity Co'lege and the 
All Mr. Singleton’s pupils 
who have taken the Trinity examinations have been suc- 
cessful. Reference—Mr. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 


Organ, Piano and Harmosy 


Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 





- TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


L, ®. O'BRIEN, R.C.A. 
Studio, 20 College Street 








ings from the south and west coasts of England. 









PRESENTS 











Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 








guaranteed. 


J FRASER BRYCE 









PHOTOGRAPHER 


107 King St. West - 
J.W. L. FORSTER 
PORTRAITS 
Studio - 81 King St. East 

OHN P. MILL 


Has a large assortment of 

















From Three Dollars up. 
445; Yonge Street, opp. College Ave. 












































































LOST 


All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been 
buying our 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 
AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 
87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 


AE 





WE INVITE YOU TO INSPECT OUR 

, consisting of 
on stock of Boots and Shoes for tell "ees Yo o - 
"THE OLD RELIABLE GOLDEN BOOT 


LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN'S 


FINE 
SHOES 










Ladies’ 60 Buttes Boot, Dongola Rid, le west 
wand etter Walking Shoee—Stylish, Cheap, Good. 


tlemen’ kinds. 
‘ VEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street. 


Open to the public on Saturday afternoons from 3 to 5. 
Mr. O’Brien’s work this yeaf” includes sketches and paint- 


FOR CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR’S 


Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 


Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 
$20 Crayon and Frame for $10. Satisfactory likeness 


TORONTO 


ART 


SWISS AND AMERICAN WATCHES 


THE “JEWEL” RESTAURANT 
Jordan Street 


This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
recently been enlarged and refitted throughout. 


Reading and smoking rooms. 
HENRY MORGAN . . Proprietor 
"TBE LEADER SAMPLE ROOM 
THE CHOICEST LiIxEs oF* 

WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS 
First-Class Restaurant in Connéction 
E. SULLIVAN, Proprietor 
«= M. McCONNELL - 


46 and 48 King Street East. 


Commendador Pert Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- 


trade a ° 

don ‘ ite Seal,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 

of Cham e. Over half a million imported cigars always 

in stock. ie supplied at bottom prices. 

FOR OYSTER SERVED IN TRUE 
VIRGINIA STYLE 


CALL AT ~ 
JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 
DOORS NEVER CLOSED 
Grand Opera House Building. Tel. 2060 


DON'T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


We have removed to 509} Yonge Street, to more commo- 
dious premises, where we are prepared to fill all orders for 
cleaning carpets without taking them up. We also take 
up and rela ts where it is necessary. Toronto 
Carpet and Plush Ken. Co. 








I DON’T BELIEVE IT. 








F. H. SEFTON 


DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R. Simpson's 
Dry Goods Store 


OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 


GOMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 
Crowns and Zections. 
operations knewn to 


Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillin 
Also Continuous Gum Sets. 
modern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade - - 
Telephone 1846 


Se A Os 
WITHOUT A PLATE 





Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 


Telephone 1476 


extraction. 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 





C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 
specialty. 


a 
Telephone 3031 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN: 


DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 














The Home Savings & Loan Co.(Limited) 


OFFICE No. 78 CHURCH ST., TORONTO. 
Deposits received, small and large sums. Interest at 
highest current rates allowed. 
Hon. Frank Smitu, 
President. 


James Mason, 
Manage r 


MUSSES PATON & GOULD 


Modistes and Fashionable Dressmakers 





Rooms in R. Walker & Sons’ Golden Lion. 
Miss PLUMMER 
MODISTEH; 





57 GLOUOESTER STREET 


HE MAGIC SCALE 


Best Tailor System of Cutting. 
Sleeve a Specialty 

Hall’s Bazaar and Dress Forms for Draping Dresses. 
CORSETS 


made to order—perfect fit guaranteed. Waist linings cut 
for 25c. 426 1-2 Yonge Street, 


DRESS CUTTING 


The New Tailor System 
Late Prof. Moody's) stands 

ret and Best, is taught 
thoroughly here or through 
the mail. Satisfaction as-ured. 
Large inducements to agents. 


DRESSM4KING 
Perfection in Fit, Fashion 
and Finish. Special attention 
to evening wear and mantle 
making. 

MILLINERY 
Closing out well assorted stock 
Stylieh work at greatly re- 
duced prices. 


J. & A. CARTER 


372 Yonge St., Toronto 





Perfect-Fitting 








PATTERSON & FENTON 
Dentists 


OFFICE AND RFSIDENCE DOWN TOWN OFFICE 
169 COLLEGE ST. 141 YONGE ST. 


Dental Electric Vibrator for Painless Ex:raction. 





McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VAR'ETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADES AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under Government sey ll ay Offices, Tem 
Building, - 


’ 
Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates and 
performed in an honorable manner. Nothing done that in 
any way interferes with the marital relations. 
JOHN A. GROSE, 


Box 1999, Montreal. Manager. 
UNBEAMS 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street Weat 
Phetographs of ali sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 
LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 


Examinations, Ora or Written. 


Room B 


GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is positively the only line from Toronto i 
selebrated Pullman’s Palace nn Buffet ‘aa he 
For fares, die eabiet ackers a. ee. informati 

e tables, 
apply at the city ticket offices. ” o 
P. J. SLATTER, City 


Jorner King and Yonge streets and 20 York emeet, 
Telephone Nos. 484.and 435. . mage. 


WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jam aica, 
Cuba, California, Britis Colum- 
bia, Coloredo, Texas 
A. F. WEBSTER, 58 Yonge St. 


GENERAL TICKET AGENT. 



















5 Bars, 13 Chords . 25.00 
Largest stock in Canada of 


Violins, Guitars, Banjos. Ac- 
cordeons, Concertinos, &c, 


Everything in the Musical line, 
Sheet Music, Music Books. Every- 
thing up to the times and at the 
right prices. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & C0. 


MUSIC DEALERS 
158 Yonge Srteet, Torontc 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER, 


106 King St. West 











A Complete Assortment or 


Fall and Winter Goods 


Suitable for Gentlemen’s present wear 


N.B.—The public should call and see our Cheviote and 
Scotcn Tweeds, suitable for Double-breasted Sack Suits. 


HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 


I 
Oils. Water Color and Crayon 


“VEST END ART STUDIO 
3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 
Mre. A. 8. Davies, Miss M, E. Bryans, Artistes 
Opal and Ivorine Portraits a Specialty 
Instructions given in portraits and decorative art on 


china, satin and glass. Fr specimens, terms, etc., call at 
above address. , 





55 CENTS 





The small purchase amounting to 55c.— 
fifty-five cents, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 

rize of the watch worth one thousand 

lollars—$1000. Americans as well as Cana- 
dians will please note the fact. This said 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani- 
cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


9 Hing Street West, Toronto 








fas. Cox & SON 


88 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 


THE PARMELEE ROOFING AND PAVING CO. 
GRAVEL ROOFING 


For all kinds of Flat Reofs. 


ASPHALT PAVING 


For Cellar Bottoms, Sidewalks, Breweries, Stables, eto., eto. 
Estimates given for all parts of Ontario. 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 











A Literary Pitfall. 
The (over an ice)—Do you care for Ibsen at 
a 


He (who has never heard of him)--Ye-es; I 
rather think I do, 

She (Yet you speak as if you did not specially 
admire him. 

He (to gain time)—Oh, really, you know, that 
is hardly fair— 

She—At least you will grant he is original. 
A Doll’s House, for instance, is quite unlike 
anything else of the sort. 

He (not knowing whether it’s a book, picture 
or musical composition)—Original, perhaps ; 
but (pulling his mustache) don’t you think it’s 
—er—ratner faulty, too? 

She— Why, no; I thought the plot strong and 
interesting. 

He (relieved at last to have caught on)—Oh, 
yes; interesting without doubt, but (loftily) 
I'm rather tired, don’t you know, of children’s 
stories since the Fauntleroy craze.—Life. 





A Little too Smart. 


Husband—I guess I’ll saw and split some 
wood and bring up some coal for you. 

Wife—No you won't. I'll do that myself, 

* Do it yourself?” 

‘*Yes siree. I’m up to your tricks, You are 
poise to the theater to-night and when you get 

ome about one o'clock and have to be helped 
upstairs you will try to escape a scolding by 
reminding me that you sawed and split the 
wood and carried up the coal forme. I know 
you, I'll do my own chores, thank you,” 

** Very well, my dear. I gave up the theater 
project this morning, and as [ never like to hear 
the sound of a saw except when Iam using it 
myself, I’ll take a turn around the block unti) 

ou get through. You'll find apiece of grease 

or the saw in the old tomato can under the 
cellar stairs. Do you think you'll be through 
in an hour f’—Boston Courier. 





Eastern Sportsman (in frontier [eamp)—Any 
game here 


? 
MRS. MENDON, 288 McCaul Street, Resident (sadly)—Nawthun but poker. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. i1 





A Talk With George Kennan. 
Mr. Kennan’s world-wide reputation drew 
eager and attentive audiences to his lectures, 
I was one of those who laughed at his descrip- 
¢fon of the strange customs among the roving 
diohabitants of Eastern Russia, and I also lis- 
tened with thankfal, yet strangely stirred 
heart, to the saddening tales of suffering 
among the convicts at the Siberian mines, = 

Cer:ainly, though, one learns more of a person 
in a two-sided talk, and in the half-hour’s inter- 
view I had with Mr. Kennan he proved himself 
an entertaining, a kindly and a willing conver- 
satiouist. 

H:;isof medium height, with clear-cut | fea- 
tures and heavy dark mustache, which, after 
the manner of most men, he twirls and ‘pulls 
and pvints. In talking to Mr. Kennan, atten- 
tion centres, I think, upon his eyes.w Dark, 


Good pictures, etchings or engravings, mean 
something ; they suggest ideas and stimulate 
thought. As people become accustomed to 
this intellectual companionship in their sur- 
roundings a simpler and purer taste will pre- 
vail, distracting and incongruous articles will 
be banished and each room will present a rest- 
ful and harmonious whole, indicating the 
special studies, tastes and character of its 
occupant, 

‘For this there must be systematic arrange- 
ment and connection, A collection of stoned 
brought together to illustrate some processes 
of geological formation may acquire great value, 
but without arrangement, it would be of no 
more interest than a heap of gravel on the 
street. Collections of curios and bric-a-brac are 
often thus made without thought or definite 
purpose, and the result is that they neither 
afford mental food, nor are a record of pleasing 
















Grand (pera Howse] AMERICAN FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, opposite Gould 
WEEK FEBRUARY 3 


Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 






We publish this week a new Catalogue and Price List. Call for one or send address, Itis 
encouraging reading for shoppers wishing to buy good goods for little money. New goods 
justin. 60 feet 9-ply Clothes Lines 10c., worth 20c. New Pattern of Goblets, 7 for 25. Al 
Lamp Chimnéys, small, 3c.; medium, 4c.; large, 5c. Burners 7c, and’ 10c. Glassware—We are 
closing out a lot at less that half price. Bargain tables through center of store are specially 
attractive. School Bags—A consignment of these will be closed out at prices which will seem 


cheap to you, 
WM. H. BENTLEY & CO. 


The Charming Comedienne 


MINNIE =MADDERN 


Presenting the Great Madison Square Theater success 





restless, fallof a forceful determination, they 
give tohis pale face a look of unceasing and 


untiring energy. 


He acknowledzed feeling fatigued fon the 
previous evening, for he had traveled from 
That day (Saturday) he was 
going down into western New York to spend 
Sunday with his parents, returning to Toronto 


early morning. 


Mouday to give his second lecture. 


Every night since October 14 Mr, Kennan 
thas lectured, except Christmas and the three 


following days. 


“Do you agree, Mr. Kennan, with the wag- 
gish statement that in Russia a man is com- 
posed of body, soul and passport?” I asked 


laughingly. 


‘* That is very nearly correct,” he replied, and 
then went on to say that no serious danger or 
distress was connected with a journey in 
Russia, but many delays and much inconveni- 
One was safe if he were only particular 


ence. 
about his passport, 


‘““Mr Felix Brant, the escaped convict, is 


with you, is he not?” I interrogated. 


** Yes,” was the answer, “he came to see me 
and is up in my room now. He had remarkable 


good fortune in his flight. It is almost im- 
possible to escape.” 

Regarding the truth of the story that public 
telep1 ne service had been suppressed in War- 
saw, Mr. Kennan expressed little doubt. It 
was, in his words, “ quite likely.” 

His quiet acquiescence to what seemed to me 
almost incredible amazed me, and I told him se. 

With a gesture indicative of the very trivial 
interference with freedom which that exhibited, 
he began to’tell me a startling tale of the prep- 
aration of newspapers for the Russian public. 

The proof sheets are submitted to a censor. 
He blue-pencils objectionable words— for 
dnstance, ‘‘free citizen”—and often cuts out 
whole editorials. The sheets come back to the 
newspaper office almost cut to pieces and each 
member of thestaff repairs his own copy. ‘“‘ How 
dreadful!” I said, but that was a mild expres- 
sion. ‘* Wouldn’t there be swearing in the 
composing room!” was the comment of a 
newspaper man to whom [ told the story. His 
first thought was probably born of a long 
acquaiataace with the upstairs atmosphere. 

Eazlish papers have many paragraphs de- 
deted and often whole articles are missing. 

“Tast,” said Mr. Kennan, *‘is very childish, 
for if a man gets a paper with a blackened 
paragraph ora missing article he very natur- 
ally wants to read it. All he has to do isto 
write to the editor asking that the article ap- 
pearing in such a place be sent him in a letter.” 

“ Your Century articles are removed from the 
magazine on its entry into Russia, are they 
aot?” 

“Yes; but,” with a satisfied smile, “ they go 
in nevertheless,” 

Mr, Kennan has a story to tell, and he tells it 
in plain English words. His lectures are not 
oratorical efforts; they are real experiences re- 
latei by a real man. Aided by a resonant 
voice, embellished with well-chosen figures, 
and com>ined with effective gesture, they yet 
Owe their greatest power to the personality 
and dowa-right earnestness of the indomitable 
man who tells so forcefully of people and 
laces in that far-off land. 

FRANCES BURTON CLARE, 








Art and Artists. 


Y called at the house of Mr. L. R. O’Brien 
the other morning, and found the president of 
the Canadian Academy in his pleasant studio 
Surrounded by the spoils of his last summer's 
raid into the old land. Mr. O'Brien’s studio 
does not realize at all the Bohemian ideal one 
is apt to haveof an artist’s work room, but it is 
an artistic room for allthat, The large window 
lets in a flood of clear north light—the best light 
for both painter and writer—which illuminates 
every corner of the cosy apartment and shows to 
advantage the many pictures, sketches and bric- 
a-brac with which itis filled. Over the window 
is draped in lieu of a curtain a section of a fish- 
ing net, such as is used by the pilchard fishers 
in the south of England, with its large cork 
‘floats still attached. In one corner is a cosy 
ingle-nook, Beside it is a set of book shelves, 
aud afew palms and other plants lend their 
verdure to the brightness of the room. 

In the course of a few general remarks on art 
Mr. O’Brien said: “‘ lamin favor of every move- 
ment to bring the artist and the public closer 
together and to awaken in the people a 
Rreater interest in true art. Too many 
People here are yet utterly unconscious of 
the value of good art as an intellectual 
stimulus, They spend more than enough 
in their house decorations. They make their 
homes look bright and cosy. They have lovely 
curtains, costly rugs, soft cushions, luxurious 
chairs—everything that conduces to bodily 
comfort. All this they understand and it is 
welldone. And they would like to do more, 
to show evidence of taste and refinement. 

“Good taste and) refinement of mind are 
basad upon intellectual culture, and the con- 
tents of a room should show the direction this 
culture has taken, Where there is no culture, 
bat merely a desire for display, the rooms are 
“pt to be filled with a senseless jumble of in- 
©ongruous articles, indicating nothing but the 
chaotic condition of mind that brought them 
together, 

“Simplicity and repose are essential elements 
of good taste. The time will come in Canada, 
as it has done elsewhere, when whatever 
People put in their rooms will mean something. 
















































associations, When they have lost their nov- 
elty they amount to little more than so much 
rubbish.” ‘ 

On being asked his opinion of Prof, Goldwin 
Smith’s article on Canadian Art in Bystander, 
Mr, O’Brien said: ‘‘ While I have the highest 
possible respect for Mr. Goldwin Smith person- 
ally and for the opinions he expresses, I cannot 
but think that in this case he has looked on the 
dark side of the subject. Our advancement 
has been very rapid here recently in every line. 
I think it will continue to be soand I feel hope- 
ful that in art there will be a corresponding 
forward movement and that our future is not 
quite as hopeless as Professor Smith seems to 


predict, The obstacles are great, but obstacles 
are not always a bar to progress, The greatest 
human acheivements have been made in spite 
of and under the stimulus of apparently in- 
surmountable difficulties.” 

Mr. O’Brien showed me his sketches and 
| aeemorgas made in England at London, Canter- 

ury, indsor, Rye, Hastings, and on the 
Devonshire and Cornwall coasts. His studio 
is open to the public every Saturday afternoon 
during the winter, and he will be glad to 
welcome anyone who is interested in art and 
show them his work. VAN. 






































FEATHERBRAIN 
IN SPITE OF ALL 


From the French by Sardou, 
the Lyceum Theater, 
months, 


SEATS NOW ON SALE 


Academy of Music 


TRIUMPHANT OVER ALL COMPETITORS 


The official list of awards at the EXPOSITION UNIVERSALLE, PARIS, 
1889, proves that the HIGHEST possible PREMIUM, the ONLY GRAND PRIZE 
for Sewing Machines, was awarded to the Wheeler & Wilson Manufacturing 
Co. Then why buy a cheaply-constructed shuttle machine when you ean 
get the Rotary, Light-Running, High-Arm, Noiseless Wheeler & Wilson for 
the same price? The Acknowledged Best in the World. For a Useful and 
Handsome Holiday or Wedding Present buy Our No. 9 Parlor Cabinet. 


See our No. 12 and D 12 Machines for Tailoring, Leather Work, and all 
manufacturing purposes. 


WHEELER & WILSON MANF’G CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO: 


266 Yonge Street 


TORONTO 
















as originally produced at 
New York, for four consecutive 


Tuesday Evening, February 4 


TORONTO BICYCLE CLUB’S 


Concert and Bicycle Tableaux 


SOLOISTS: 
Miss Clara E. Barnes, Soprano, of Buffalo. 
Mr. Whitney Mockridge, Tenor, of Chicago. 
Mr. H, L. Clarke, Cornet Virtuso 
T. B. C. Glee Club, under Mr. E. Coate’s direction. 





GEO. BARRETT, Manager 


TELEPHONE 277 





Out 6f Town. 


BARRIE, 


Several small evenings, afternoon teas and 
skating parties have been given lately, and 
others are spoken of. Also snowshoe and driv- 
ing parties are anticipated with pleasure, and 
will likely take place as soon as the weather 
permits, which up to the present has scarcely 
been favorable for participation in these winter 
amusements. 

A very sr gee whist party was given one 
evening last week by Mr. J. Henderson of 
Bellevue for some gentleman friends. 

Mr. E. Mitchell of Hamilton was the guest of 
Mrs. Daniel Spry this week. 

Mrs. A. Lovett Cameron and child left on 
Wednesday morning for Kingston, also Miss 
Lulu Irwin of that city who has been visiting 
relatives here. 

Mrs. Bridges and family have returned from 
Toronto. 

Miss E. Chapman and Miss Bell of Hamilton, 
who have been spending a few weeks at Mrs. 
we of Rowanhurst, left for home re- 
cently. 

Miss Alice Hamilton of Port Credit, who has 
been visiting at Mrs. George J. Mason's of Harr 
Hall, returned home last week. 

Messrs. Wray of Hamilton spent a few days 
in town this week, and were the gusts of Mrs, 
Cotter of Rock Forest. 

Mr. J. F. R. Fairbairn has returned from 
Peterboro’, 

Mrs, Allan iage is home again after spend- 
ing a few weeks in Toronto and Ottawa. 

OOULAIRE, 





Reliable 


Large Stock 


The Tableaux are under the direction and supervision of 
Mr. T. M. Bell-Smith and Mr. J. Fraser Bryce. 


Realistic Tableaux | 
Stirring Choruses! 


Seats now on sale at Messrs. Nordheimer’s. Prices 50c., 
75c. and $1. All seats reserved. 


R G. TROTTER 
Surgeon Dentist 
14 Carlton St. - - Toronto 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 5 p.m., 7 to 10 p.m. 


HARRY A. COLLINS 


House Furnishings 
No. 90 Yonge Street 


Fancy Furniture imported from 
Germany, England, France, United 
States, etc., in great variety at low- 
est possible pri es. It will be a 
pleasure to see them. 


I have four flats, 26 x 100, well 
stocked with Bedroom Suites, Din- 
ingroom Suites, Parlor Suites, Hall 
Racks, Tables, Book Cases. etc., etc. 


FINE 
UPHOLSTERING 


AND 


FURNITURE 


All my furniture is guaranteed b 
R. F. PIEPER me. I have but one price—every- 
ing mar in plain figures. I 

436 Yonge Street 


pack for purchasers from the coun- 
try free of charge. 


I make any style of Furniture to 
order at your own price. In Uphol- 
stering I carry a large stock of Cov- 
ering and Frames, and can supply 
anything. 


Prices Low 





Showing no Trouble 











DRESSMAKING 


Our Modiste having had long experience in New York is giving 
our patrons in Dressmaking the greatest satisfaction, every one 
of our customers having work done with us for the past year 
has been delighted with the style, fit and workmanship, coupled 
with such reasonable prices for first-class work. 

To those who have not yet patronized us we ask a trial order 
confident of retaining their patronage for the future. 

Reduced Prices in Dressmaking for balance of season. 

We always have a large stock of Dress Goods, Silks, Trim- 
mings, etc., at lowest prices. 

Wedding and mourning orders quickly attended to. 


OTTAWA, 


After all, the ples subscription dance 
came off on Friday of last week at the Racquet 
Court. Much credit is due to Mr. John Carling 
and Mr. Edward Grant, whose untiring efforts 
to make the dance a success were fully re- 
warded by the result. There were about three 
hundred invitations issued, all of which had 
evidently been taken — lo of. The chap- 
erones were Lady Grant, Lady Ritchie, Mrs, 
C. H. Tupper and Mrs. Travers Lewis. 

Mrs. iene of Daly avenue was At Home on 


‘ Jan, 23, 1890, 
Ladies: 


We have mentioned hundreds of things 
worth your while to see in these advertise- 
ments, and yet we have only told you of a 


Sraction of what we have to sell, 
Cor- 





Friday afternoon last. 

The further attraction of dancing has_ been 
added to the At Homes at Government House 
on Saturday afternoons. At five o'clock the 
Foot Guards’ Band leave the rink and take up 
their position in the large ball-room, where 
dancing is then indulged in until six o'clock. 

The Deputy Minister of Railways and Mrs. 
Trudeau entertained several friends on Sunday 
at an afternoon musicale. 

On Monday evening the Rink was re-opened 
aving been closed for some days 


When we tell you of our lamps we can only 
say a word for each one, of three or four par- 
ticular kinds, and never a word of the hun- 
dred patterns and shapes of each variety. You 
will know that our stock is complete if you just 
imagine a whole storeful of the prettiest lamps 
that money and taste could select. 


respondence solicited. 


M’'KEOWN & COMPANY 


182 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 














for parties, 
owing to the serious illness of the caretaker. ® 2. oe. 
The music on this occasion was excellent, as Pol is h ed Brass | = sg. 0 3 Cm R ID 
were also the refreshments. iO §§ & s 
Tuesday evening a very large dinner party| 7, only a name for the material of which the ‘5 2 § 6: 
was given at Government House, some eighty ; bees : ie ag a. S$ 
invitations having been ee same | modern bric-a-brae of house furnishings is ir.) a > 2N 
the Speaker of the House of Commons ° i a 
ae rs, Ouimet, entertained several guests | “hiely made, = = $*; a 3 Q : 
t dinner. aa a & 
a Wednesday oventes last we le qomnien It is pretty, has the knack of matching every- z f > S € 3 4 SG . | Neda wee : 
h uet Court, given con- ’ s 4 2a 2 end a loves and we 
Soomtin ty tise: de St. Denys Lonelus and Miss | thing or contrasting any colour, wears well, is z = a. Q 8 0 - éousnet Ge & ee 
Josie Mackey. easily kept clean, and is the showiest, brightest, / |< zee 28 an ele ~ eviotts, Wor- 
The Minister of Marine and Fisheries and , d xe 2: @t Ons steds, and full Dress Suitings, also 
Mrs, ‘Tapper gave a dinner party on Wednes- | warmest-looking metal to be had. PROF. DAvIS. 0 3 2 hs 9 » desiree ia ak Denies: Wien 
ay ee. TEACHER OF FN S oS ’ 
at Anderson of Maris ae @ small Fire Sets, Fenders, Screens, Coal Scuttles, DANCIN G * o 5 is 5 and Knap overcoatings, suitable for 
oe oe met a ee Ets Piano Lamps, Banquet Lamps, Tea Kettles, a 2 & : Z y the coming cold weather, desirous 
n , ETC. = 
oeivelienin postponed, owing to the illness of | Crumb Trays, Tea Trays, Bird Cages, Um- 91 Wilton Av., Toronto : : 0 of reductng my stock to make room 


Her Excellency. 

Mrs. Crombie of Metcalfe street gave a large 
skating party on Thursday afternoon at the 
Rideau rink. 

Another Racquet Court dance was given yes- 
terday (Friday) evening conjointly by Mrs. 
Louis Jones, Mrs, Chipman and Mrs. W. E. 
Hodgins. 

Invitations are out foran At Home at Mrs, 
Trudeau’s on Tuesday next from 3 to 7. 


SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


oforte pupil of Moscheles and Thalberg, late principal 
Saneaae of teaie at the London Academy, London, Eng., 
's now a resident of Toronto, ana gives lessong in singing to 


brella Stands, Candlesticks, and a score of 
other articles. All are made in polished brass. 


HARRY A. COLLINS 


90 Yonge Street 


WANZER 








IPPINCOTT'’S MAGAZINE, with its 
Zz varied and excellent contents, is a library 
tn itself. : 

it was indeed a happy thought to print an 
entire novel in each number. 

Not a short novelette, but a long story such 
as you are used to get in book form and pay 
from one dollar to one dollar anda half for. 

Not only that, but with eac* number you get 
an abundance of other contributions, which gives 
you a good magazine besides the novel. 

The ringing blows which have been struck on 
the gateway of popular favor, have resounded 
throughout the entire land, and to-day Lippin- 





for Spring Importations and to en- 
able me to do sol am offering dur- 
ing the months of January and Feb- 
ruaery a cash discount of ten per 
cnt. Remember the Fashionable 
West End Tailor, 
HENRY A. TAYLOR, 
No. 1, Rossin House Block 


‘JOHN J. TONKIN 





es an ntlemen, amateur an ro on udente, , w oius ahunds to the from weak a 
tnd petal prepares pups oll Mranrbeg the maa Sr uhap Nethaneiens and ake ot widely 
ie is one of Signor Rubini’s specialties. Terms mod- read-and-talked of public ition of its hind in the THE 
erate. Circulars on application at residence, 101 Gerrard world, For full descriptive circulars, a adress 
Sey or to Messrs. Nordheimer’s or Mesers. Suckling & AM PS LIPPINCOTT’S MAGAZINE, Philadelphia 
=uiTo & SHARPE L ssongerser, ascr-sncienenor | RASHIONABLE TAILOR & HATTER 
The publisher of thts Pa, er will receive yo 
SMITH oe i Are the ee ae of the day subscription. ‘ es on vennere 
’ : No chimney to brea oe wis 
Photographers’ Materials No cae fear CHURCH (F THE RIDEEMER 
AND No oil to waste — The Finest Goods at 
Amateur Equipments, Etchings and) with one lamp you obtain a fine) SERVICE OF SONG Lowest Prices 
ngravings 50-candle power light. Heat a quart We om day Evening Feb. 5 cone 7 
FRAMES MADE TO ORDER | of water So pene : 155 Yonge Street, corner Richmond 
Get a rea, aS or ¢€00 AT BIGHT O'CLOCK, : 
Call at 98 King Street West and | By,tre,cho'r ofthe Chars, eee ar i, Blight and TORONTO 


159 Bay Street 
MEDIOAL BUILDING - TORONTO 


examine them 


H. M, Blioht 
a Sedge Me, O God” will be amor the works sung. 


Mendelssohn's ‘‘ Hear My Prayer” and 


Telephone 1726 





12 TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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W OPEN 


EAST WING.N 


Special terms to permanent boarders. Superb rooms, 


single and en suite. INSPECTION SOLICITED. 


ARLINGTON HOTEL 


Cor. King and John Streets, Toronto 


EOE | 


“MRS 


PACIFIC FV. 


TOURIST ONE Way 


EXCURSIONS 


FOR 1890 


TO 


British Columbia 
Washington Territory 





Oregon and California 


Cor. Yonge and Queen Streets, Toronto 
O}JUOIO]| ‘S}99U}G UVENH pue sBu0, UOH 


On FRIDAY 


14th. 
14th 








I devote special attention to the manufacture of these garments, and my facilities are unsurpassed. This is a branch of the bu iness that has been overlooked b. 

e ° all 
sid Nei, deity essa en ia cam mean came ae en te a re ane charged such enormous prices for it that it has been the means of stopping one of the tage 
euaaen, sr odie , s in the trade. e have d-eided to make this one of the leading specialties of our well-known establishment, and will do it on a small ma: f 

we have been noted for years. GET YOUR PRICES BEFORE PURCHASING. tex ee 


P. JAMIESON, the Clothier, corner Yonge and Queen Streets 


3 Kine Custom Clothing 


28th 


February - - ~ . . 
Mare 28th 


W. RB. CALLAWAY, District Passenger Agent, 
24 York Street, Toronto. 


SEWING MACHINES 


LADIES: 


Do you prefer a Machine with an Oscillating 
Shuttle ? 


Or one with a Vibrating Shuttle ? 
Or an Automatic with a Single Thread ? 
We make them all. ; 


The Singer Manufacturing Company, New York 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 
No. 66 King Street “ West,” Toronto 


) R, WALKER & SONS 


Tel 
IANO Keg 


ONE 
OUCH 
WEETNESS 
URABILITY 












Imported and Canadian Cloths 








FASHIONABLE CAPE OVERCOATS---Made up in the latest / 
style from $15 to $25. jj 


DRESS OVERCOATS---Beaver, Melton or Nap. These coats 
are cut, finished and trimmed equal to anything manufactured in . 
Toronto or out of it. We import only the best materials, employ 
only the best workmen and we always guarantee a fit. 


DOUBLE BREASTED PRINCE ALBERT SUITS---Made from 


fine black and colored worsteds. For $28 we can give you a 
complete suit, elegantly finished and trimmed. 


Central @ffiee for Canada: = - 





33 to 37 King St. East <= 
18 to 24 Colborne St. 


247 Yonge 








TELEPHONE 295 


CATERER | 


LATE OF LLOYD BROS. 





HAS OPENED 


A FIRST-CLASS 


Luneh Parlor and Catering Establishment 


AT ABOVE ADDRESS 


Dinner Parties, at Homes, and Families Supplied with Cakes, 
Jellies, Ices, Charlotte Russe, Salads and Ice Cream, 
and all requisites on short notice 
WEDDING CAKES OF EVERY DESCRIPTION TO ORDER 


A General Assortment of Cakes, Pastry, eeacaresas. Lady Fingers, Angel Cake, etc., made fresh 
aoe 
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TORONTO TEMPLE or MUSIC, 
CO. 


J.S.POWLEY & 
68 KING ST. WEST. 


SOLE AGENCY. 


Telephone 295 





247 Yonge Street, opp. Trinity Square. 


EINTZMAN & CO. 











OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage | | CHZSTNUT—At West Toronto Junction, on January 28, 
Licenses. | Mrs. D. George Chestout—a son. 


Office, 4 King Street East. CURZON —At Toronto, on January 25, Mrs. A. J. Curzon 
Ever ings at resic ence, 461 Church Street. 


APPLEYARD—At Toronto, on January 27, Franeis Apple” 


yard. 
BESWICK —At Toronto, on January 25, James Prestwich 


~& son. 
| LEE—At Toronto, on January 27, Mrs. W. Cecil Lee—a | Beswick, aged 67 years. 





HENRY C. FORTIER, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 


At office—16 Victoria Street, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 
_At residence—57 Murray Street, evenings. ToRONTO. 


GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 

land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence 118 Palmerston Avenue. 





EO EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
_ and 138 Carlton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 


MONTEITH—At Rosseau, Muskoka, on January 24, Mrs. 
John Mont« ith —a daughter. 

GOURLAY—At Toronto, Mrs. David B. Gourlay—a 
daughter. 

EDD— At Toronto, on January 21, Mre. John C. Wedd 

—a daughter. 

HUSsSEY—At Toronto, on January 16, Mrs. William 
Hussey— a son. 

COX—At Goderich, on January 23, Mrs. Geo. B. Cox—a 
daughter. 

CO8GROVE—At Toronto, on January 19, Mrs. J. J. Cos- 
grove—a daughter. 

HOLGATE—At Toronto, on January 20, Mrs. F. H. Hol- 
gate—a daughter 

BURTON—At Allandale, on January 22, Mre. James L. 
Burton—a daughter. 

NORMAN—At Toronto, on January 26, Mrs. J. W. Nor- 








man—a son. 
SCOTT—At Toronto, on January 20, Mrs. J. G. Scott—a 
eon. 
LUKEMAN—At Toronto, on January 20, Mrs. J. M. Luke- 


man—a son. 
MUTCH—At Toronto, on January 24, Mre, John Mutch— 


a son. 
GREGG— At Toronto, on January 25, Mre. Maxwell Gregg 


daughter. 





Marriages. 

LAING—McKINDSEY—At Binbrook, on January 15, 
J. A. Laing to Clara L. E. McKindsey. 

HALL—HEN DERSON—At Detroit, on January 21, Rev. 
W. J. Hall to Agnes Henderson. 

BRYDON— WILSON—At King Township, on January 22, 
James Brydon to Hannah Maud Mary Wilson. 

MONKMAN—EAST—At Bolton, January 21, Charles G. 
Monkman to Minnie East. 

BELL—DEANS—At Toronto, on January 22, R. H. Bell 
to Maggie Deans. 

McNEIL—DRUMMOND—At West Toronto Junction, o 
January 21, Rev. John McNeil to Annie Mary Drummond. 

WRIGHT—TURNBULL—At Clinton, Ont., on January 
22. C. H. C. Wright to Helen Lilly Moore Turnbull. 

STRIKE—GIFFORD—At Port Hope, on January 22, Wm. 
8. Strike to Clara C. Gifford. 

DAVEY—LEE—At Duluth, Minn., on January 21, John 
H. Davey to Clara B. Lee. 

BRUIN—DAVIS—At Tyendinaga, on December 18, Albert 
H. Bruin to Celia M. Davis. 

COCKBURN—BELL—At Toronto, on January 23, Angus 
G. Cockburn to Phoebe G, Bell. 


Deaths. 





KILWELL—At Toronto, on January 25, John T. Kilwell, William Ball, 


aged 34 years 


KENNEDY—At Owen Sound, on January 24, youngest 
son of Mr. and Mrs. James C. Kennedy. 

MACHELL—At Toronto, on January 28, infant son of 
Dr. H. T. and M. E. Machell, aged 7 months. 

HUMPHREY—At Toronto, on January 24, Joseph Hum- 
phrey, aged Sra. 

CUNNINGHAM—At Markham, on January 24, Mrs. 
Robt. Cunningham. 

BLACK—At Cobourg, on January 22, Andrew Black, 


77 years. 
9 Cobourg, on January 21, Christina Black, 
years. 
one Toronto, on January 23, John Coady, aged 
ears. 
JACOBS—At Newtownville, on January 24, Joseph 
Jacobs, omg ne. 
eine —At Victoria, B.C., on January 20, Howard 
ewlett. 
DRINKWATER—At Toronto, on January 24, James L. 
Drinkwater. 
PEARMAN—At Toronto, on January 27, Peter Pearman, 
aged 82 years. 
MORRIS—At Pembroke, on January, 22, James Morris, 
aged rae 
PERKINS—At Toronto, on January 24, Mrs. Amy Perkins, 
75 years. 
WALKEM—At Kingston, on January 23, youngest daugh- 
ter of R. T. Walkem, aged 2 years. 
BALL—At Ni Township, on January 27, John 


- 77 years. 
ARMSTRONG—At Milneford Mills, on January 28, Mrs. 


STEWART—At Toronto, on January 25, Annie Stewart, J. E. W. Armstrong, aged 45 years. 


aged 20 years. 

BENNETT—At Toronto, on January 22, Mrs. Archibald 
Bennett. : 

TAYLOR—At Toronto, on January 26, Mrs. Henrietta 
Taylor, aged 60 years. 

COYNE—At Toronto, on January 26, Samuel Coyne, aged 
71 vears, 

VERNON - At Toronto, on January 26, Rev. Canon E. H. 
Harcourt. Vernon, aged 69 year . 

OLDBURY—At Toronto, on January 25, Mrs. Wm. Old- 
bury. 

MAUGHNE—At Toronto, on January 26, Michael Maughne 

NEILL—At Campbeliford, on January 23, Rev. Robert 
Neill, D.D , aged 86 years. 








be 9 ew At Toronto, on January 27, Mrs, Mary Greene, 
7 


years 

MALLOCH—At Hamilton, on January 28, Mre. Archibald 
Malloch aged 36 years. 

HAYWARD—At Peterborough, on January 20, Stuart 
Francis Goode Hayward, aged 39 years. 

WIDOIFIELD—At Newmarket, on January 25, Rose 
Evelyn Widdifield. 
G L. BALL, DENTIST 
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‘Around Town. 


What a foolish piece of business that loyal 
address resolution of Mr. Mulock’s was which 
the Ottawa House unanimously adopted last 
week! Instead of having a re-assuring effect 
on the minds of the English Government and 
people it will inevitably have exactly the con- 
trary result. It will excite suspicion instead of 
allaying it. Noting these extravagant and fer- 
vent protestations of a loyalty that has not been 
seriously called in question, John Bull will 
paturally ask: ‘‘ What’s going wrong in Can- 
ada?” When he is told that the resolution 
was intended to show the absence of annexa- 
tion sentiment in Canada, he will certainly 
conclude that there must be a great deal more 
annexation sentiment here than actually ex- 
ists, and that where there is so much smoke 
there must be some fire. Qui s'excuse s’accuse, 
as the French proverb has it. If Canadian 
loyalty is such a universal and deeply- 
rooted sentiment there is no need tor 
continually proclaiming it from the house- 
tops—if there is lurking disaffection or a 
desire to change our relations with the Mother 
Country all the passionate protestations in the 
world to the contrary won't alter the facts. 
What sort of reception would such a resolution 
as Mr. Mulock’s have if introduced into the 
British Parliament? There are probably fully 
as large a proportion of the population of 
Britain, dissatisfied with monarchical insti- 
tutions and class rule asin Canada. But the 

notion of mending matters or accomplishing 
any conceivable good by passing a resolution 
assuring her Majesty that everything is lovely 
and the reports of popular discontent are en- 
tirely without foundation, would be scouted by 
the practical good sense of English legislators. 
There were doubtless many men at Ottawa 
who keenly realized the absurdity of Mr. 
Muiock's resolution, but the abject cowardice 
begotten of subserviency to the caucus 
and the machine prevented any outspoken 
dissent. Its value as an expression of 
the real opinions of members may be judged 
from the fact that in one case at least a known 
annexationist who has never been at any pains 
to conceal his views voted for it, while some of 
those who spoke for it while expressing their 
satisfaction for the present with existing con- 
ditions more than hinted at Independence as 
the ultimate solution of the problem. 

* 





* * 

It is instructive in this. connection to remem- 
ber that the American colonies up to the very 
verge of the struggle which resulted in their 
independence were just as loyal and devoted to 
British connection as the Canadian people of 
today. If resolutions, protests, speeches, toasts 
and oaths of allegiance counted for anything 
the Americans would now be the devoted sub- 
jects of her Majesty. There was no thought 
of anything like setting up an independent 
government in their minds even when they 
had actually taken up arms against the 
soldiers of King George. Why, the first Ameri- 
can Congress convened in 1774 adopted a 
humble petition to the King in which the fol- 
lowing passage occurs: ‘*We wish not a 
diminution of the prerogative nor the grant of 
any new right. Your royal authority over us 
and our connection with Great Britain we 
Shall always support and maintain.” No doubt 
the great majority of the American colonists 
were perfectly sincere at the time in desiring 
the maintenance of British connection. But 
events are stronger than men. 

* * 

Englishmen take a very practical view of 
these matters. They take but little stock in 
wordy professions whether of loyalty or any- 
thing else. Most of them find such professions 
extremely difficult to reconcile with what they 
regard as a hostile tariff narrowing the market 
for British-made goods in the colonies, They 
Would appreciate a reduction in the tariff 
On hardware and textile fabrics a good 
deal more than all the loyalty resolutions 
which Parliament could pass from now till 
Prorozation if they did nothing else. Some- 
thing of the medizval or chivalrous idea of 
loyaity lingers among the aristocracy who, be- 
ingamply provided for without the necessity of 
labor, can afford t ocherish all sorts of outgrown 
aod romantic notions, That is what an aristo- 
cracy is for. It is their business to have lofty 
ideals, and to think fine unworldly thoughts 
about Britain’s prestige and the honor of the 
flag and that sort of thing and to scout all 
sordid considerations as beneath contempt and 
only worthy of shopkeepers and greasy me- 
chanics. Almost any of us, it may be incident- 
ally re narked, would be willing to take the 
contract on the same terms or even for a 
trifle less. But the mass of the British people 
who live in the workaday world of to-day 
and attend to the practical business of life 
have precious little sentiment in the region of 
Politics, The spirjt of commercialism rules 
throughout, They look at all such questions 
43 the maintenance of the colonial relation 
from the purely business standpoint. 

- 7 

National prestige is valued simply in so far 
4s it tends to the expansion of British trade. 
Colonies are an advantage or a burden accord- 
ing ag they offer a market for English goods, 
Safe investments for English money or an out- 
let for the superfluous population of the three 
kingdoms. For many years this intensely 
Practical business-like way of looking at 
Matters apart from all such abstractions as 
glory and the honor of the flag has been eain- 
ing ground in English politics as the influence 
of the aristocracy has been declining. Con- 
siderations which would have appeared of 
Paramount importance to the rulers of Eng- 
land in the days of Elizabeth or George III. 
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weigh little with the commercial class now 
powerful in the House of Commons, still 
less with the newly-enfranchised artisans 
and farm laborers. If the connection be- 
tween Britain and Canada is to continue 
permanently the bond of sentiment must 
be reinforced and strengthened by that of 
common interest.’ In other words the hope of 
perpetuating the Empire as it now exists rests 
on the carrying into effect in some shape or 
another of Imperial Federation. It is amazing 
that English statesmen, who have really at 
heart the preservation of the greatest Empire 
the world has seen, to whom British power 
and prestige are something more than a name, 
and who look beyond the mere commercial 
prosperity of the hour, should not have devoted 
more attention to this all-important subject. 
* 
* @ 

Mr. Meredith has at last ‘‘ burned his boats” 
and by taking advanced ground on the ques- 
tion of separate schools and dual language, 
broken away from the traditions of Ottawa 
Conservatism. His utterances upon the school 
question were sufficiently clear and emphatic 
to make retreat or compromise henceforth im- 
possible. The stand he has taken will un 
doubtedly infuse new life into a sickly and 
moribund Opposition and give them a fighting 
chance in the next campaign. It is ex- 
tremely doubtful, however, whether they 
can make much headway against the solid 
phalanx on the Government benches, backed 
by the influences of patronage which have 
often proved so powerful and supported by a 
Catholic vote more united than ever. Mr, 
Meredith’s action ought to have been taken 
years ago. The delay has enabled the Govern- 
ment to deal vigorously with the worst of the 
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the familiar rallying cries fill the air and the in- 
fluences of habit and party traditions are 
brought into play. Every argument will be 
employed to convince the masses that Mr. 
Meredith’s acceptance of the Equal Rights 
platform in provincial matters is merely a Tory 
dodge and that his triumph would be hailed 
with a shout all along the Conservative lines 
as a party victory. Under the circumstances, 
it is doubtful whether a corporal’s guard of 
Liberals, no matter what their Equal Rights 
professions, will range themselves against the 
Government. The Canadian politician who 
trusts in an Independent vote is leaning on a 
broken reed. It is an infinitesimally minute 
factor. There has been a great deal of talk 
about voting independently of parties, but un- 
fortunately it is all talk or nearly so, Men will 
boast their independent views every day in the 
year, except election day, and then they are as 
| abject tools of faction as can be found. The 
various independent movements—Canada First, 
Prohibition, Labor Reform and Equal Rights— 
| have detached a few men here and there from 
the party-led majority who enjoy the some 
what rare privilege of doing their own think 
ing. But the solid columns which move at the 
command of the wire-puller and vote according 
to the dictates of the machine are still unbroken. 
Unless all signs fail they will prove too strong 
for Mr. Meredith, 


In spite of Mr. Meredith's change of position 
on the school question, the Equal Rights party 
in this city have determined to go into the 
fizht as a separate organization, and have 
nominated Ald. William Bell as a candidate 
for the Provincial Legislature. This looks 


rather like a kick against the. machine 





| contemptible attempt to protect a social wrong- 
doer by inflicting additional injury and suffer. 
ing upon the victim and her family. A special 
interest has been excited in this case by the 
persistent denial of the defendant Johnston 
of his guilt even after the exposure of 
the attempt to settle the affair by a 
money payment to the father of the wronged 
girl. There are instances, no doubt, in which 
innccent men have paid hush-money to silence 
; accusers who have charged them with dis- 
graceful offences, but such cases are not com- 
mon and the victims are usually weak-minded 
simpletons or young men unused to the ways of 
the world. That a man in Johnston's position 
and circumstances should have been a party 
to a money settlement of the case was wholly 
incompatible with the plea of innocence, 
Johnston wculd have stood in a much 
better position before the public had he 
j acknowledged his offence at once and striven 
to make euch reparation as lay in his power 
instead of heaping wrong upon wrong on the 
family already cruelly injured by his miscon- 
duct and seeking to brand them as perjurers 


and blackmailers. 


* 

The peculiar circumstaucesof this cause celebre 
were such as to excite a legitimate popular in. 
terest in the main developments of the trial and 
to call for the publication in the daily press of 
all such evidence as had an important bearing 
upon the verdict. It is to be regretted how- 
ever that some of our contemporaries, 
especially the evening papers, went a good 
deal further than this and pandered to 
the base appetite of scandal-mongers for 
literary garbage by printing column after 
column of disgusting and frequently irrelevant 





abuses complained of in connection with 
French schvols, and to make a good showing 
in the way of improved conditions. Moreover, 
it takes a loryg time to convince the public of 
the reality of a change of position so thorough 
as that which the Opposition has just effected 
—more time than will probably elapse between 
now and polling day. The practical question 
as regards the effect of the movement as a 
piece of political strategy is: Can Mr. Meredith 
hope to detach from the elements formerly 
supporting the Government a sufficient num- 
ber to make good his loss of Catholic supporters 
and in addition to overcome the Administra- 
tion majority? It is possible, of course, but 
judging from experience not at all likely. En- 
thusiastic Conservatives—by the way, are 
they Conservatives any longer?—of course 
jook forward to bringing over the Equal 
Righters as a body into the Opposition camp, 
but experienced politicians of either.party who 
do not allow their feelings to run away with | 
their judgment will hardly be led away by any | 
such delusion. Equal Rights did not do much 
for Ald. McMillan in the recent contest for the 
mayoralty. Asan active political factor it is 
practically extinct and the next election will 
resolve it into its original elements. 
oe 

No doubt there is a large and intelligent ele- | 
ment of the Liberal party which is dissatisfied 
with some things in Mr. Mowat’s administra- 
tion. There is a strong feeling against his con- 
cessions to the hierarchy especially, and when 
carried away by the wave of Anti-Jesuit ex- 
citement many of his supporters may have said 
that they were ready to vote against him if he 
did not change his course. But saying a thing 
of this sort in an off-year is very different 





THE STORM. 


on general principles than anything else, | 
as the Provincial Opposition are evidently 
determined to force the fighting on the issue 
of Equal Rights and no sectarian domination, 
and whoever may get the regular party nomi 
nation will of course have to stand on Mere- 
dith’s platform, It looks as though the split 
over the Dominion issues was likely to present 
an obstacle to cordial co-operation between the 
followers of D’Alton McCarthy and the machine 
Conservatives in local matters. If the Equal 
Righters insist on going into the fight 
as a separate organization the result will 
probably be similar to the experiences of the 
youth of whom tradition relates that he 
one day attempted to have fun with a mule. 
Now a mule differs from Falstaff in the fact 
that although it is the frequent cause of wit in 
others it has no personal sense of humor. This 
mule at all events was disposed to take things 
seriously, and the result of the small boy's 
playful attempts to twist his tail and tie a | 
string around his leg was that the enterprising 
youngster was carried home senseless with an 
ugly looking gash inhis forehead. ‘Oh, papa,” | 
said the sufferer as soon as he was able tospeak, 
**do you think I shall ever be pretty again?” 
“No, my son,” said the parent sadly, ‘I 
fear you will never be pretty any more—but 
you'll have a blamed sight more sense.” It’s | 
very pretty to strike an attitude on a platform, 
wave partyism and patronage and sordid con- 
siderations magniloquently aside, and appea! 
to the better instincts of an intelligent elector- 
ate and the principles of truth and righteous- 
ness—very pretty indeed, but just wait till the 
machine gets its work in! 





. 
* * 


The verdict of the jury in the Taylor John- 


details. The competition among the Toronto 
dailies is so intense that some of them are 
ready to resort to any means, however ne- 
farious, which will give them a trifling advan- 
tage in the struggle for existence. It is little 
creditable to the moral sense and boasted in- 
telligence of the people of this city, that the 
‘“‘enterprise’* which stoops so low as to rake 
the slums and gutters for items of a 
salacious character should find encouragement, 
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but the fact cannot be overlooked that our 
evening papers not infrequently compensate 
for their lack of genuine enterprise and the 
ahsence of really important and valuable news 
in their columns by catering to the depraved 
tastes of the class who gloat over such revela- 
tions as those of the Tavlor-Johnston scandal. 
It is cifticult to devise any remedy for the evil. 
So long as the public, or a sufficiently large 
proportion of them to make it profitable, 
demand this sort of reading there will always 
be publishers unscrupulous enough to provide 
it. Only areform in the public taste and mor- 
ality can work any important change for the 
better. 


The question of how to reform some of the 
worst ‘defects of the modern daily news- 
paper such a; its tendency to sensationalism, 
its reckless partisanship and its unreliability 
when there is anything to be gained by sup- 
pressing the truth or giving currency to a 
falsehood, has been for some time before the 
American people for discussion. One of the 
suggestions for improving the tone of the 
newspaper press which has received wide- 
spread attention is that men of wealth should 
endow newspapers of a high-class as they 
now endow churches, col!eges and hospitals, 


from carrying it into practice in the heat } ston scandal case has been generally endorsed ; thereby rendering them independent of party or 


of 


an election campaign when old associa- | by public opinion as a righteous judgment and | counting room influences. Postmaster General 
tions and life-long prejudices are appealed to, ' the reversal of a particularly cowardly and ' Wanamaker of the United States is quoted as 
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advising rich man as follows: ‘ Use your 
money to establish great newspapers that shall 
not be afraid to speak the truth.” As there are 
& great many millionaires on the other side 
just now who seem to have more money than 
they know what to do with and are hunting 
around for schemes of a public character which 
will enable them to spend some ot it in a credit- 
able way, it is quite likely that some of them 
will decide to try the experiment. The remedy 
would probably be rather worse than the dis- 
ease. The greatest of the abuses which have 
sprung up in connection with modern journal- 
ism are due to the influence of capital. Most 
of the flagrant untruthfulness which excites 
the concern of moral reformers has been done 
in writing up the big interests controlled by 
the very class who are now appealed to to 
spend the wealth they have made by the aid of 
lying newspapers in starting truthful ones. 


* * 

Why, it would be the blackest ingratitude on 
recora for the Wanamakers, Carnegies, Van- 
derbilts and other many-millioned magnates 
whose financial and legislative schemes have 
been put through by the aid of newspaper 
lying, cultivated until it has become a fine art, 
to round on their old friends in this fashion. 
What stupid fellows these magazine moraliz- 
ers must be to imagine for a moment 
that a newspaper endowed by a _ million- 
aire could possibly be an independently 
truthful .journa), Rich men are usually par- 
tisans and they always have important inter- 
ests which are liable to be affected in one way 
or other by public movements or political 
action. How could the ‘‘endowed” editor 
dare to speak the truth in reference to the 
railroai scheme or the stock-jobbing operation, 
the Jand-grab cr the tariff amendment in 
which his pitron was finaccially concerned ? 


| A thoroughly honest and conscientious man 


could not hold his position for a week aud 
speak out manfully on the various ques- 
tions involving the prerogatives of the 
wealthy as against popular rights unless 
his patron were a very different kind 
of man from the ordinary type of million- 
aires. It is hardly likely that Carnegie or 
Wanamaker cr any other man whose life has 
mainly been devoted to money-getting would 
be able to rise so superior to considerations of 
self-interest or class bias as to allow a news- 
paper sustained by their money to tell the 
truth when it injured their enterprises or 
hurt their friends, No, no, from what- 
ever direction a reform in journalistic 
methods may come that of the beneficent mil- 
lionaire resolved tu sacrifice his means to the 
end that the people may have the truth told 
him is the very last and most improbable quar- 
ter in which to seek it. We have had one or 
two ‘‘endowed” or partially endowed periodi- 
cals here in Toronto but they never acquired 
any particular reputation for courageous 
truth-speaking—though the writing was some- 
times brilliant. It seems to be taken for 
granted in the discussion of this proposal that 
the public are just pining for a paper which 
will dare totell the truth. This is to say the 
least doubtful. Probably the greater majority 
of readers are nuch better satisfied with 
cleverly told or even clumsy and palpable lies 
than they would be with the truth. In fact 
there are very few people who can complac- 
ently listen to facts and the logical deductions 
therefrom when they run counter to their 
prejudices and traditional ideas—still less 
when their pecuniary interests are affected. 
Even if it were possible to secure the generous 
and wholly unseldsh donor and the ideal truth- 
telling editor, the people would probably by a 
large majority prefer the old familiar lies and 
party battle-cries and politico-economical for- 
mulas and appeals to passion and prejudice. 
Why a paper that was not afraid to speak the 


| truth, provided that by any possibility it could 


get itself started, would be altogether too good 
to live. 








London 7ruth says: ‘As for the publication 
of social gossip, this can do no harm provided 
that it be not either offensive or injurious to 
those with whom it deals. Personally I do not 
care about what A wears, whom B entertains, 
and where C is spending his time. But if 
others do, by all means let them have the im- 
formation. This is not new journalism, but 
old journalism. Here is an extract from a book 
of Mr. Rush, Minister of the United States in 
England in 1818, entitled Residence at the 
Court of London: 

“** Everything goes into the newspapers. In 
other countries, matter of a public nature may 
be seen in them ; here, in addition, you see per- 
petually even the concerns of individuals. Does 
a private gentleman come to town? you hear it 
in the newspapers; does he build a house, or 
buy an estate? they give the information ; does 
he entertain his friends? you have all their 
names next day in type; is the drapery of a 
lady’s drawing room changed from red damask 
and gold to white satin and silver? the fact is 
publicly announced... So of a thousand other 
things. The first burst of it all upon Madame 
de Stael led her to remark that the English had 
realized the fable of living with a window 
on their bosoms. It may be thought that this 
is confined to a class, who, surrounded by the 


allurements of wealth, seek emblasonment. 
If it were only so, that class is immense. But 
its influence affects other classes, giving each 
in their way the habit of aliowing their per- 
sonal inclinations and objects to be dealt with 
in print; so that altogether these are thrown 
upon the public in England to an extent with- 
out parallel in any country, ancient or modern. 
When the drama at Athens took cognizance of 
public life, what was sad became krown first 
to a tew listeners, then to a small town; but 
in three days a London newspaper reaches 
every part of the kingdom, and in three months 
every part of the globe.’” 
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